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	1. Chapter 1

My fellow readers, I would like to apologize for not meeting my intended deadline of posting chapters in Secrets better Left Forgotten. The truth is I had many chapters prepared for it and by chapters I mean 80 pages worth of material. My hard drive died on me and the information was unrecoverable, and to make matters worse this happened a week before finals. So all my papers, all my lab reports, and all my stories…poof gone. And one of my professors had the nerve to say tough.

Anyways enough of my rant. I have here a new story that will hopefully re-inspire me to rewrite the 80 pages that I lost. This is at its core a Halo Marvel crossover with several other characters from other universes mixed in. Also in my story the characters will not get buddy buddy with characters of Marvel…well at least not all of them.

**Halo Universe**

**After Destruction of Mantle's Approach**

Amongst the debris of what once had been the greatest ship in the Forerunner fleet floated the man that had destroyed it. The man who saved Earth not once but twice now. He had faced the horrors from monsters on the most genocidal of campaigns. He had been the catalyst that shattered a Juggernaut of an alien society and had out maneuvered two ancient creatures. For all of his success though he could not say that he had done on his own. He had had help from some of the galaxy's greatest heroes both human and alien. For as many of these heroes that he had met only one stood out. She had not been with him at the beginning and at first she had been expendable, but as time passed his opinion had changed. She had become inseparable from him as any member of his team was. Now however, much like his team, she was gone. The last of his most trusted of comrades was gone.

At this moment his predicament couldn't have defined him more. He was as lost, aimless, and as shattered as the debris around him. As his suit's oxygen kept dropping, he did nothing to save himself. All he thought of was his other half.

Where he had been the muscle she had been the intellect. She was bending, ever shifting, vibrant. He was steadfast, solid, detached. Where she had displayed emotion he had silenced his own. Now though he felt a rush of emotions he could not control, could not lock away. It was too much, too raw, to new. The information, the acknowledgement had refused to sink in.

Her words that she had said continued to repeat over and over in his head.

"_Before this is all over…Promise me you'll figure out which one of us is the machine."_

Something he had still yet to figure out. What did it mean to be a machine? What did it mean to be a soldier? What did it mean to be human?

"_I'm not coming with you this time."_

Above the Spartan a slip space portal opened. It was unnatural through. Light shined out from it. He could see tall skyscrapers of some city he had never seen with a majority of bright yellow cars moving through it like red blood cells through the body. His body was being tugged toward it.

"_Welcome home, John."_

**Diablo Universe**

**The Assault on Heaven**

Dark clouds of a malicious desire rose up to meet the city of the High Heavens. From this darkness came a voice meant for all to hear.

"Even in the heart of heaven. Angels…can still feel fear."

It was the voice of a young woman, but she was unnatural. With black eyes and shinning yellow irises she stared up at her greatest nemesis.

From atop the ramparts of the entrance to Heaven stood a figure in red and gold armor of a heavenly make. Much like the woman however, it was not human. With a floating crown and tendrils of energy that arced from its back it could only been known as an angel. This angel was Imperius, The Archangel of Valor. The angel's right hand glowed with mystical energy to call forth a weapon like none other. With a burst of light and clap of thunder a spear was called down from the sky. The weapon's name was Solarion. Taking the weapon that he had summoned he disappeared in a flash only to reappear standing staunchly before the gates his weapon leveled directly at the strange girl.

"My old enemy. You cannot hide from me. No matter what form you chose to wear. Let your true self be revealed…Diablo."

With an unspoken command a stream of fire issued from Solarion bathing the girl in a fire that she deflected with one hand. With a yell of defiance he poured more energy on causing the girl to fall to her knees under the withering hail of fire. Imperius let up on the stream.

From the flames and darkness it rose from where the girl once stood. It was a demon. It was the demon of demons, the Prime Evil, Diablo. It was covered from head to hoof in red scales. It's figure was shapely much like the vessel of the human that had once held it. Black ivory extended from its arms, along its back, and along its tail. Its eyes shown with a fire that promised damnation to all.

"Our long war ends today…Imperius."

With a flip of his spear Imperius vanished again into light. Diablo charged to meet this light only to be fooled as Imperius appeared beside the demon and scored a hit along its left cheek. Diablo's tail answered in kind smashing Imperius through a marble column. Imperius was not one to be taken down so easily and had recovered from the hit. Diablo charged again, but this time Imperious stood his ground. Raising his spear he intercepted a spike of black ivory that ran along the demons arm. Imperius's weapon was not strong enough as the body broke releasing a shockwave of energy. With his other hand Diablo stabbed Imperius through the chest. The demon hoisted the weaponless angel of his feet to stare him in the face.

"Take one last look at your shinning Heaven Imperius. For soon nothing of it shall remain, but my laughter." Diablo taunted.

Imperius once more teleported away from Diablo before his city's gates. He crouched low observing his luminous blood as it flowed through his fingertips. Diablo sucked in air for a roar that would shatter Heaven's gates, but was stopped short as a terrible boom shook the air around them. Starring up at the sky they saw it split showing a new world untouched by their war. They were both drawn toward it.

**Avatar the Last Air Bender Universe**

**Conclusion of Northern Water Tribe Occupation**

Korra, the Avatar, stood with the Southern Water Tribes City Hall. The place where her uncle had started his take over by imprisoning her father. Now she stood waiting as newscasters from all over the world gathered to hear her words to an event that the world was already aware of. They would need to be comforted, they would need words of guidance, everyone would have to live with a decision that she had made. None of this bothered her right now.

Korra was a dark skinned girl of both Northern and Southern Water Tribe descent. She was the current generation's Avatar. A Bender of all four elements; fire, water, wind, and earth. It was her job to take care of both the secular and spiritual affairs of the world. Now however she had to deal with personal affairs.

"Do you have a moment to talk?" Mako asked.

Mako was of a lighter skill tone and a fire Bender. His red sash was drawn around his neck to stave off the cold. He was a dear friend and had been something…more.

"Of course." She said turning to face him.

"There's been something I've been wanted to tell you about that fight we had. I know I said that it wasn't that bad…but it's not exactly true." He said with a guilt. He knew that Korra had lost her memory, but with the problems that they were facing then it didn't seem right to bring it up. Not that he even wanted too.

"I…I, um…I broke up with you." He confessed.

A long silence passed before Korra responded with a confession of her own.

"I remember."

"But I thought you lost part of your memory?" he asked confused.

"I did," she admitted, "but being inside the Tree of Time brought it back."

The Tree of Time had been a spiritual…thing that she had used to look back on all of her memories to find out who she was.

"Sorry for blowing up at you."

"That's okay." He said taking her by the hands. "I think we both said somethings that we regret."

"Why didn't you just tell me the truth in the first place?" she asked.

"I know I should have." His eyes not quite meeting hers. "But I didn't want to hurt you all over again. I guess part of me wanted to forget about the break up to."

"I think we both know that this…Us…Doesn't work." She said her eyes averting from his.

"You're right." He said in defeat.

"It's over. For real this time."

Mako nodded his head in conformation. Korra took him by the face and gave him one last kiss goodbye. A single tear ran down her face. The moment passed and they parted.

"I'll always love you Korra."

"And I'll always love you." She said as she turned and took her hands out of his.

She had gone no more than three steps when the portal opened above her head. As her body began to lift she tried to cement herself using her Earth bending, but the force was too great. Mako ran after her but was unaffected by the pull of the portal. His hand were inches from hers when Korra lost her grip and was swallowed by the portal.

"Korra!" Mako screamed to the empty air.

**Loonatics Unleashed**

**Loonatics HQ**

Within the Loonatics tower's Scientific Research and Weapons Development division sat none other than Tech E. Coyote. Tech was the man responsible for the Loonatics various crime fighting gadgets and tools. Man, however, may not be appropriate word. Tech was an upright humanoid like the rest of his team, but he had all the physical features of a coyote. He wore a fairly basic power armor of his own design that accented his magnetic and regenerative powers. Like the rest of the team it was black, but his was accented with green highlights.

He had several projects scattered throughout his lab in various states of progress. His current task right now installing a self-destruct program into every piece of technology he had ever built. He knew that technology had a dark-side and that the installation for self-destruct into his own devices would be a blessing should any of the teams numerous villains ever get their hands on his inventions. Also, it wouldn't be a half bad idea to install better security measures against his own team as half the reason they seemed to get into trouble would be because a certain few members of the team would touch things they shouldn't.

"Hey-Tech-good-buddy-good-pal. How-are-you-doing-today? Got-any-thing-neat-to-play-with? Not-that-you-always-build-things-to-play-with-but-it-would-be-really-awesome-if-you-did!" said the Loonatics speedster, Rev Roadrunner.

Tech turned to face his best friend and the one most responsible for the security feature he was now installing. Rev, was another humanoid but had characteristics like that of a roadrunner. Rev Roadruner wore his own power armor that was custom built to withstand heat generated by friction and high velocity impacts. Rev's suit was black and accented with red. Rev was the only one capable of understanding Tech's academic speech although he was not as smart as Tech himself.

"No." was Tech's simple response.

"Oh-come-o…" Rev was cut off as Tech clamped his hand firmly over Rev's beak.

"No. I'm installing new security protocols. When I'm done then you can play with the toys."

"Really?" Rev asked, or as well as a bird could when a hand covered its beak.

"Yea…" Tech was cut off as a portal opened above them.

"Huh, appears to be a space time rip opening into an alternate reality." Tech said taking this with absolutely zero surprise unlike Rev whose eyes were practically bulging out of their sockets. They were then sucked up by the portal along with a few of Tech's gadgets.

**Marvel Universe**

**S.H.I.E.L.D. Astrophysics Monitoring Division**

Dr. Davis O'Neil stared blankly at his computer screens. When he had signed on to work for shield he had expected to be working with state of the art equipment and at least seeing some travel to exotic locations or other SHIELD science divisions. Instead SHIELD had him wasting his talent in an underground facility in the middle of nowhere South Dakota! His current task was to go over some research that had been recovered from Nevada. Right now he was just waiting for a program to hack and sort through relevant data. He had investigated an IPOD that had been "recovered" he hacked within moments and was listening to music that only a woman would listen too. Granted there was some good music, but he had no taste for Justin Beiber.

Davis stretched his dark arms behind him as he eyed the progress bar inch ever closer to complete. He let an angry sigh slip through his lips. In truth there was nothing wrong with the city they had him in. The people were friendly and always willing to help. He had literally survived a month off the food that had been given to him as a welcoming gift. It…it…it just wasn't what he was expecting. There were a few other workers with him in the underground labs, but he had only been here a few weeks and he hadn't gotten everyone's name down yet. He still hadn't adapted to life here yet. He was only 25 and he knew he had expected a lot from starting a job at SHIELD. He knew that he should be more patient as his mother suggested.

He took a glance at another monitor looking for what he called 7th dimension travel. It was a theory he had worked that devised a simpler form of faster than light travel than what string theory suggested. He predicted that it occurred naturally such as meteors may be swallowed and emitted by such phenomenon. He had been laughed at sure but he had seen several instances where it had occurred from his data collections.

His heart practically leapt into his throat as he saw the number of counts he was getting. Then his elation grew to fear as he saw the number continue to increase. He leapt out of his chair and almost had his nose pressed to the screen. It was impossible for that amount of radiation to be detected unless it was…multiple ones happening close by.

"Somebody, get me a line to the head of this section! We have a problem!" his voice was shaky with disbelief, and fear.

His coworkers stared at him in wonder.

"Why?" one of them asked.

Davis grabbed a remote and switched it over to the news. On screen they could see several large portals being opened up.

"Because of that."

**Location: New York**

**Altitude: 1 Mile above Earth's Surface**

The Master Chief felt the pull of gravity yank him down. As he began to fall his training began to kick in. Opening up his arms and legs in spread eagle formation he began to slow his descent, well for as well as a mass of half a ton could be slowed. Taking in his surroundings he saw archaic buildings that failed to impress in comparison to what he had seen. He had seen genocidal aliens, massive constructs of aliens, and wars on a massive scale. Seeing several slipspace portals opened above alongside his own spilling out…people and other creatures he had never seen. He lost site as he descended below the city's skyline.

The Master Chief began to wonder if he could use his thruster pack to slow him down. He used to rely on Cortana for information like that. It wasn't the same as a jet pack but hopefully it would make his crater a little smaller. Using his body and jet pack he began to slow his descent. He maneuvered himself to aim for the least populated intersection. There a red light. Curling himself up hit the ground with an earth shattering impact.

The Master Chief had blacked out only for a moment. When he came to he shuffled off some rumble that slid onto his body. Gawkers who had been staring at him began to back off as he began to rise. When he climbed out of the crater. People began to back up and others flat out ran from the emerging green Titan. His yellow gaze had made several people decide to put on a new pair of underwear.

"You know when I make a mess it usually means that a cleaning union and J.J. are going to make some money. You on the other hand backed up traffic for…probably several months."

The Master Chief turned to see you had spoken. From the voice he would have guessed a young man and he was quite right, but what surprised was that the man was wearing red and blue tights with a large black spider printed on the chest. The Arachnid as the Master Chief dubbed him was also curiously on top of a light pole.

"So are you going to explain to me what you were doing making craters in the middle of the street or do we have to do this the achey brakey way?"

The Master Chief only cocked his head back in response. Was this really happening? Was he being questioned by a guy wearing spandex on top of light pole? Maybe, Sergeant Johnson was right. Maybe he had finally crashed into as stubborn as he was and was now hallucinating.

"Hablas espanol? Or should I try speaking in binary?" was the next quip.

Before he could respond another impact rattled the ground. Cars had either been crushed or scattered by the impact. Flams frothed at the lip of the crater. Both turned to see what could only be described as a demon rose. The red demon looked around confused and disoriented as people started at in aghast. The demon gave a mighty roar and cars were picked up and scattered like leaves in a breeze. The New Yorkers would had been used to super hero battles scattered to dodge the flying cars. They also found it a convenient time to attend the closest church.

"Um, friend of yours?" the Arachnid asked a slight tingle of fear in his voice.

"No." the Master Chief said as he began to move forward. The demon had threatened human lives was thus deemed a threat. It had to be removed. Besides this city was only big for one demon.

Also I will provide a list of universes for characters I am using and present a challenge for people to submit their own characters from one of those universes.

Work smarter, not harder. 2 good 2 kill signing off.


	2. By the Numbers

Hi there all. This is 2 good 2 kill coming back with the next chapter. I know my updates are not optimal, but it's hard to work on the paper with classes being classes and I only submit if I feel like the chapter is ready, not before.

Anyways I digress. I have several characters from other universes I wish to add, but at the same time I'm finding difficulty with putting in characters necessary to keep the story balanced thus I am opening a character submission for all readers who wish to submit a character (this charcter can be original or from an already established universe). At the end of this chapter I will place the characters I have selected as well as their allegiance.

Without further ado here is New Horizon's Chapter Two

* * *

><p>By the Numbers<p>

Peter Parker, aka your friendly neighborhood Spiderman, had expected a normal day when he donned on the mask. Which normally consisted of being shot at, getting bruised, and trying to avoid his Aunt May's curfew all the while trying to get his homework done on time. He had not expected the fabric of reality turning into Swiss cheese spilling out a variety…humans and the Devil himself.

He sat on the light pole above Mister Tall-green-robot-sinister-stare staring down the demon as it sized them up.

"Stay here." The robot said flatly.

Faster than what Peter could have believed the man took off at a speed that was greater than a man wearing that size of armor.

"Hey, wait! I'm the super hero here!" Spiderman said as he loosed off a web sling.

Diablo continued to asses this new world with senses that outstripped any mortals even as he advanced upon the two… Nephielem. This world was old very old, but its dominant species, Man, was relatively young. A stark contrast to Sanctuary, the world he tried to conquer before being dumped here. This world had advanced rapidly in its technology, toleration much to his annoyance, and to his delight there was so much fear.

Turning his attention back to the annoyance at hand he focused his influence unto his adversaries. The one in red and blue was young and had so many fears. High school, an Aunt, two girls named Gwen Stacy and Mary Jane, and above all else feared an abuse of power. Power? The insect called what he had power? No matter, his fears were easy enough to prey on.

Then there was the green one who…

Diablo never got the chance to extend his senses when the massive green giant slammed into his midsection and continued to relentlessly pound him with fists that would crush boulders. Ichor sprayed out of Diablo's moth as internal organs were ruptured. The Spartan was not yet done as a round house kick shattered Diablo's right knee. Diablo's one good leg folded, unable to support his massive weight. As he fell a face imploding uppercut was delivered to the collapsing Lord of Terror. Diablo reeled backwards crashing into a semi-truck.

In the time it had taken to place several disorienting blows and a crushing KO uppercut an amazed Spiderman had already strung his second line.

"_What was did I just see? Did I just see a seven-foot Captain America-Ironman love child beat the holy hell out of the Devil? Speaking of which what is the Devil doing in New York! Did he get lost on his way to Jersey?"_

"That was…awesome!" Spiderman said in awe and surprise.

The Master Chief gave the red man in tights a passing glance. Before turning his attention back on the demon. He moved forward ready to deliver a finishing blow. He would have fought the demon at a range had he had a weapon on hand, but after Cort…

He stopped midstride as the pang of her loss struck a stunning blow to him. It was but a moment on the outside world but ages inside his own head. Her words continued to resonate in his head.

"_I'm not coming with you this time."_

Never had a blade cut him so deeply or bullet been more penetrating then what she had said to him.

It took the words of the man in tights he had dubbed Arachnid to snap him out of his reprieve.

"What are you doing?"

"To finish the job, Arachnid." He said unsheathing his knife.

"It's Spiderman! But wait you can't kill him!" Spiderman said as he webbed the arm holding the knife.

Spiderman couldn't read the face of the man behind the visor, if it was indeed a man, but he guessed it went something like _"Did you really just web me?"_. It was a second later that his Spider-sense went off like mad but not from the direction of the giant, but that of the demon who looked none to pleased as his jaw snapped back into place.

"I am Diablo! The seven Evils are one with me! I am Legion! I am the Prime Evil!"

"And I'm Spiderman and this is Mr. Smashed-your-face-in but he prefers to call himself…" Spiderman said being quite civil.

"Master Chief." His eyes now locked onto the Prime Evil.

A jet of flame issued from Diablo's maw at the two. Reacting quickly Spiderman yanked down hard on his line, getting the Master Chief out of the line of fire. The Master Chief hadn't expected Spiderman to be as strong as he was and was unbalanced. As lifted himself up off the ground, ready in an uncharacteristic manner ready to give Spiderman a verbal beat down, he felt the tremors as Diablo raced toward them. The Spartan only had a moment to defend himself, before one of Diablo's hooves connected with the kneeling Spartan. It was at this moment that Peter Parker realized that he was still holding onto the string connecting him to the Master Chief. Intertwined the two flew through the air.

Spiderman let out quite an unmanly yell as he was pulled through the air while the Master Chief was still reeling from such a savage blow. As they flung through the air Spiderman's web line began to wrap around a traffic light. Using the centripetal force Spiderman turned his momentum and flung himself back at Diabo while the Master Chief who was far too heavy ripped out the traffic light with him.

Diablo received Spiderman like a spear to the face. The Prime Evil reeled back a few steps. Spiderman than went to work with punches and kicks at the Demon. It was when his fists were beginning to ache and the demon was no longer reeling did he look up and see the Prime Evil staring down at him with a look that said _"OH! How adorable."_. Spiderman than flew through the air as Diablo slapped him aside.

Peter felt his body ache as he crashed through the window of a flower shop in which he crumpled into a row of roses. When he finally opened his eyes he saw a little Asian woman watering her plants with a disapproving glare at him. When he started to rise remembering that the devil that had smacked him so casually aside was still a threat he saw that Diablo was casually walking toward him. Reacting quickly he began to web Diablo's face and body together. Still though the juggernaut advanced. Diablo quickly turned into a walking cocoon with the amount of web fluid that he was using.

"Not so tough when you can't hit what you can't see!" Spiderman taunted.

Flames erupted from Diablo's body melting the webbing off him.

"_Now may be a good time to call for back up."_ Spiderman thought to himself.

Before he could move again Diablo had him pinned with a single arm. He struggled against the demon's might but it was of no use. The thing was as strong as Thor or the Hulk himself.

"Drown in your..." Diablo began to say sadistically as the flames began to approach the immobilized hero before he was cut off by a stream of water to his face.

Both hero and demon turned a like to the little Asian woman who was having absolutely none of it. She gave a disappointing glare at them both before spraying the Prime Evil once more.

Flames once more began to flow from Diablo's mouth as his fury reach unprecedented levels. How dare these mortals, these insects, these specs of dust wound and insult him so! He was the Prime Evil. He was the Lord of Terror. He would be feared! This insolence could not go unpunished.

Spiderman's feet caught the unaware demon lord on the tip of his chin as his anger had blinded him once more to what the threat truly was. The demon lord reeled from the stinging blow, but was no worse for wear. Diablo rubbed his chin as he refocused his attention back on the two who whose blows had more so injured his pride than his form. Hell fire continued to spread across his body as he brought more of his power forth. It was pitiful that he had to bring this much power to destroy them, but this would be worth it.

Spiderman was struggling to catch his breath after Diablo had let him go. Staring at the flame covered demon he tried to move his body to save himself as well as the Asian woman but he was slow in doing so. He saw red coming at him and then there was just the wind.

Diablo stared down in surprise as the targets of his wrath were now gone. There had just been this red blur and then they were gone. For a moment his anger deflated before being renewed at the thought that his quarry had gotten away. Another screeching roar of anger rippled out of Diablo's throat that echoed around the city. Almost all of New York stopped at the scream of rage as citizen and hero alike paused as fear entered their hearts. Diablo wound turn this city of stone to a crater and would turn all living within to ash.

BAM!

Stars danced across Diablo's vision and he stumbled awkwardly from a savage blow. Another blow was delivered to Diablo's gut and once more his internal organs were ruptured. The Lord of Terror was once more bashed to the curb. When the Devil had gained his vision he saw the Master Chief wielding traffic the light like an oversized Bo staff. The Master Chief brought down the traffic light on Diablo who managed to catch it singlehandedly.

Master Chief knew that he couldn't win the fight by brute strength alone and proceeded to rip the traffic light in half so that Diablo couldn't use it for himself. The Master Chief then backed up to give himself some distance between him and the Demon Lord. Diablo rose such that it was kneeling and could look the Spartan straight in the eye. It gave an evil grin and then vanished in red smoke.

The Spartan was only momentarily surprised before his training kicked in and his experience in fighting the Promethean Knights aided him as he looked around hoping to find where the Demon had gone. It wasn't until he had noticed that a shadow loomed over him did he know where Diablo had gone. As he turned around all he saw was a giant red fist.

Master Chief sailed through the air before indenting the wind shield of a yellow taxi. As the Spartan tried to rise Diablo grabbed the Spartan and smashed him into the nearest building. Still maintaining his tight grip Diablo began to run forcing the Spartan into the side of the building. When Diablo had reached the end of the block he tossed the Spartan again, disappearing the same red mist only to reappear in front of the Spartan and punch him square in the chest. Diablo disappeared again as the Spartan moved away from him only to appear on the other side of the block. As the half-ton Spartan neared, Diablo brought both fist back and slammed them both onto the Spartan. The Spartan dazed and hurting did not rise. Diablo took both hand and grabbed the Spartan once more and they both disappeared in a red mist.

When the Spartan opened his eyes he say that blood had stained the inside of his helmet. He tried to refocus his vision as everything was a blur in front of him and as he tried to move he found resistance. Turning his head he found himself staring into Diablo's sinister mug with the city's skyline moving further and further away. He tried to move but Diablo's grip was too tight. When he turned away he saw the ground coming up to meet him.

Once more there was darkness. Pain, pain that reflected him emotionally and mentally. Broken, beaten, defeated. It took the Master Chief a long time to convince himself to open his eyes. He used his right arm to roll himself onto his back as it was the one in the least amount of pain. He stared up from a crater to a darkening sky. The sun had begun to set and twilight drew near.

Then there was Diablo, the Prime Evil, the Lord of Terror standing over him in a moment of victory. Master Chief didn't want move, didn't want to fight even though every instinct told him too. Several days of almost non-stop combat with little food to no sleep had finally deprived him of all his reserves and his focus was nowhere to be found. Diablo crouched over the Spartan keeping him pinned and stared him dead in the eyes.

"Why did you let Cortana die?"

The Master Chief didn't respond as all he could think of was how he had failed her.

"Why did you fail her so? When she needed you the most. When her mind, her world began to fall apart? Didn't you promise to get her to Halsey? To fix her?"

It was true he had tried so hard to prevent her death. To get to her Earth. To get to Halsey. Both the mother of the Spartans and Cortana.

"You couldn't save her. You couldn't save Will, Linda, Fred, or the rest of the Spartans. You weren't fast enough, strong enough, or lucky enough."

The Master Chief could only think of those he had left behind. The mission he failed. How would Mendez look at him now? As a failure?

Diablo continued to peer to the mortal's soul watching as fear took over and the Spartan's already cracked will began to fall to pieces. He savored it like a human would a fine wine. Diablo wished he could have savored that sweet taste for the rest of his immortal life. Now however, though was the time to harvest.

"Just stay still. I can end your suffering." Diablo said as he drew back his black bladed arm for a finishing blow.

The Master Chief made no movement to resist. His mind was lost within itself.

Diablo thought he had the battle won. That he had brought low such a mighty warrior, a hero, a savior and he had. This didn't mean that luck had abandoned the Master Chief or the heroes that he would have to rally to defend this alternate Earth.

Before Diablo could strike his chest erupted in gore. Never before had Diablo felt the sting of being burned alive even though most of his victims had. It was difficult to see, but a two pronged blade pierced Diablo's chest. Diablo reeled back off of the Spartan and a second blade bit into his bone collar. Diablo tried to scream his frustration but could not as his throat had been pierced.

Both invisible burning blades pulled apart splattering the fresh crater with demon blood. Diablo stumbled as his wounds began to reknit back into their original form. It was at his point that Diablo noticed that his powers were not at their peak. He was distracted by this revelation as he saw the apparition that had wounded him so take solid form.

It was mortal but bore a shape he had never seen before. It's legs were inverted and was much taller than any human. The hands possessed two fingers and two thumbs. He guessed that the creature would have normally had four mandibles had not half of it's face received such a terrible wound. Orange eyes with oval like pupils glared at him with nothing but discontent. Its entire body was covered in white armor.

Diablo rose once more to his towering height to stare down the fourth one today who had defied him.

"While humanity and the Sangheile have a truce, but we have no reason to come to their aid. However, I do respect the Spartan. For what you have done…that is enough of a reason for me to come to his aid. I am Rtas Vadum. Special Operations Commander of the Covenant Separatists. Thought you should know the name of the one who killed you." The Sanghele said as it leveled its' blade at Diablo.

"Many of tried to end me…_mortal_. All have failed." Diablo refrained from mentioning the fact that heroes of Sanctuary and Imperius had killed him before. They had just failed to make it permanent.

"None of them were me." Rtas returned in kind as he vanished from view.

Diablo's eyes were deceived and it cost him as he received several lacerations. Diablo backpedaled rapidly getting some distance between him and the Commander, but he was relentlessly hounded. The cuts slowed him down but did no great harm as his own healing factor sealed them shut. It was only by extending his senses did he find the Commander's soul and all his fears.

"Tell me Vadumee! Did you care when you glassed a planet of humans?" Diablo asked as he grabbed Rtas arm mid swing and toss him aside. Rtas recovered midair and landed on his feet with his camouflage fading.

Rtas said nothing but let his camo take over once more, but this time he approached Diablo more carefully. He couldn't understand how Diablo had been able to decipher his old name with old "ee" suffix that had been attached to every Sangheilie's name during their time spent in the Covenant Empire. In the end though it wouldn't matter when he had silenced this monster by ripping out its tongue.

Rtas moved closer unaware the Diablo was on to his movements.

"Tell me Rtas Vadumee, when you dropped the title with your name that you had also dropped your sins?"

Rtas didn't rise to the insult as he continued to move around to the Demon's back already plotting on cutting off its head before then ripping out the tongue.

As soon as he was sure that the creature had no idea where he was he went into a full sprint before leaping at the Demon's back. He was halfway through his leap when Diablo's tail smashed into him. The blow caught Rtas unaware, but his shields held out through it all.

"I see the fears that stain your soul and I have to ask…how many lives did you take in the name of false prophets? How many worlds did you condemn to burn? How does your honor uphold itself when it had killed non-combatants?"

For a moment Rtas froze as his own fears came to light. His own sins, the thought of his own sins, the ones that he had thought buried. The ones that had shamed him. It had rattled him, but had not diminished his capacity nor will to fight. This time Rtas didn't even bother reactivating his camo as the power was best reserved for powering his shields. Rtas lunged forward but not with the same grace or focus that he had possessed before. Rtas danced within and without of Diablo's range scoring several blows, but Diablo's wounds would always heal. Even when his kicks had landed staggering back the demon, it still wasn't enough.

Diablo landed several blows on Rtas as well that sent him stumbling further back, but the Commander would always bounce back. Then Diablo got lucky as he sacrificed what would have been a fatal wound for a powerful punch to the Commander.

Rtas crashed into another parked car and fully collapsed the cabin. Rtas only had a split second to shield himself with his blades as Diablo let loose a stream of fire at him. Diablo had effectively pinned Rtas as he couldn't move without being burned. With each passing second though his shields began to drop. Rtas was wracking his brain for a solution when one was granted.

Diablo's flames were pulled away and surrounded a young girl in a blue parka. Both Diablo and Rtas were amazed by this turn of events.

_"A goddess?" _Rtas wondered briefly.

The woman drew back her arms and flung them forward and the fire followed suit. It washed forward over Diablo, but he was unharmed by his own fire.

"You obviously are unaware of where I come from, girl." Diablo retorted unimpressed.

"The names Korra." She replied as she manipulated the air which she delivered in hammer blows with each extension of her hands.

Each individual shot wasn't enough to deter Diablo, but the successive combos was more than he could take. He began to lose ground. Knowing that he couldn't engage the wind wielding warrior he let loose a torrent of flame at the still amazed Rtas. Rtas seeing the oncoming flame raised his swords to shield himself but was found to be unnecessary as the ground erupted before him in a wall shielding him from the fire.

"Stay here! I'll handle him." Korra said from atop the earth wall before trading fire once more with Diablo.

Rtas was momentarily stunned before he rose up. Goddess or not, no one told him to run away from a battle. However, he decided it wouldn't be a bad idea to check on the Spartan and remove him from the battlefield if need be.

Korra stuck to air, earth, and water as she engaged Diablo and only used fire to redirect Diablo's fire. This had been a weird day for her and as the Avatar that was saying something. First she had been talking with Mako as to why they had to move on before she planned on talking to the people of her world as to why they were now joined with the Spirit World, but now she had been unceremoniously dumped in a city far larger than Republic City. The people here thus far hadn't been that friendly as when she had used her powers to save her life the people had either run away in fear or threw garbage at her calling her "mutant." Whatever that meant.

One thing that this city had more in abundance than Republic City had was water. She could feel it with her bending as it ran below their feet. Tearing up the street as she summoned up the water forming a wall that blocked another of Diablo's strikes. She countered with a tsunami of rushing water that hadn't been vaporized. Despite Diablo size he was still quite nimble and dashed to the side and countered by tossing a car back at her.

Manipulating the water she used it to slice the car in half and she countered again by splitting the water into multiple streams and had them simultaneously converge on Diablo. Forcing the Lord of Terror back again.

Small boulders began to pound into Diablo as Korra switched to Earth bending tearing up the street in the process. Diablo countered by swatting the boulders aside and closed in on her.

Lifting up both palms she summoned three barricades of solid earth. Diablo bashed through all three without losing momentum. Due to her training in the pro-bending league Korra had developed nerves of steel and sharp reflexes which saved her as she lifted up out of Diablo's path on a water spout. As Korra reached the zenith of her height she spun in mid-air bringing her heel down in the direction of Diablo's head and the water followed suit. Diablo was momentarily immobilized as the water came down on him with the crushing force of the Niagara Falls. When the shower had almost ended Diablo saw the Avatar crouched low before bringing both fists up with the water following suit. The water rose up and shifted form to encase the Prime Evil in a pillar of ice.

Korra sank to her knees, thankful that the fight was over. She had never really considered it, but her body may have not fully healed from her duel with Vaatu. She let out a sigh of relief. Her peace, was short lived as the ice around Diablo cracked and shattered. Before she could move Diablo had his entire hand around her throat.

"I grow tired of these interruptions." Diablo said his hand nearly crushing Korra's throat.

Korra's eyes were bulging out of their sockets and the struggles of her kicking feet lessened.

Everyone has bad days and this seemed to be Diablo's as several bat shaped shuriken lodged themselves into his wrist. He looked at the annoyance only briefly before they exploded causing him to release the Korra. His hand was the least of his worries as several cars were flung in his general direction.

"The-ball-is-dropped-and-here-comes-Rev-with-the-save!" Korra only heard briefly before a red blur had caught her before she could crash into the ground. Looking to the voice of her savior she saw the face of a red bird. To say that she was shocked was an understatement, but given how the day was going she shouldn't have been too amazed.

"Please-keep-yours-hand-and-feet-close-to-you-at-all-Here's-our-stop-thank-you-for-traveling-with-Rev-Roadrunner." The self-introduced bird said as it came to a screeching halt.

Korra was still reeling from the sudden halt. Rev had placed her on her feet but two other hand reached out to support her. When her feet were firmly underneath her she was amazed to see two other creatures. Looked like a bat with a black suit and said animal painted in red on its chest and the other looked like a green dog.

"Thanks…who are you two supposed to be? The wolfbat duo?" Korra asked groggily.

"The name is Batman." The black suited hero said almost too seriously.

"Why does everyone keep confusing me with other canine breeds? I am a coyote! The name's Tech by the way." The coyote said aggressively, but politely.

"Cut the chatter. We're not finished here yet." the Master Chief said as he walked beside Rtas with one of the plasma swords in hand.

"The Spartan speaks the truth. The Demon still stands."

Diablo flung the cars off itself as it rose back to its feet. Diablo stared in anger as the six heroes arranged themselves before him. This was not his day Diablo, realized as he stood a great chance of dying, again.

* * *

><p>Well, here is the end of the second chapter and I think many of you can guess how the first Encounter with Diablo round two will proceed. Anyways here are the characters I plan on adding to the story (these are non-marvel characters). Mind you the Marvel Characters shall make their own appearances in due time. The groups are allies, enemies, and neutral. Mind you neutral doesn't mean inactive so much as they have no affinity for good or evil.<p>

Halo Universe:

Allies:

Master Chief

Commander Palmer

Rtas Vadum(ee)

Enemies:

Jul Mdama

Posible other

Avatar Korra:

Allies

Korra

Enemies

Unalaq/Vaatu

Loonatics Unleashed

Allies

Rev Roadrunner

Tech

Enemies

Undecided

Batman Beyond

Allies

Batman (The Tomorrow Knight)

Enemies

Shriek

Spellbinder

Diablo 3

Neutral/Enemy

Imperius

Enemy

Diablo (of course)

Darksiders

Neutral

War (The Horseman)

Prototype

Neutral

Alex Mercer

Destiny (Bungie 2014)

Enemies

All enemies

Starcraft

Enemies

Tal'Darim

DC Universe

Darkside

These are all the confirmed characters and their respected universes that are currently confirmed to be in the story and whom I am willing to share. These are the several universes currently present alongside the already submitted character by AK47FU2. Please submit your character to via my PM. I request the following format.

Name:

Physical Description:

Character Description:

This is 2 good 2 kill signing off.


	3. Alpha Team: Beginning

Hi there all. 2 good 2 kill here with another chapter for New Horizons. I hope that this chapter entertains you. Also, any feed back good or bad is welcomed. Sorry for you guys who have submitted your OC's already. They are coming, and will be included in the story. For now, we focus on Alpha Team.

* * *

><p><strong>June 18, 2014<strong>

**Time 16:33**

**2 minutes after "The Event"**

**Designation: Speedster "Rev"**

All heroes seemed to have a sense of finding danger, but Rev Roadrunner had a GPS ingrained into his very body and had found the conflict the moment the Master Chief and Diablo had decided to turn a New York city block into a reenactment of a Godzilla movie. Rev's first order of business hadn't been to assist the heroes fighting Diablo as the Chief seemed to have that well in hand. No, his business had been removing any all bystanders in a three block radius, and for New York that was a lot of people. He was grabbing people off the street, in shops, and went as far as to shoo away the pigeons.

Even with the hero's call to duty he still couldn't but help but be concerned for his friend Tech. They had both been sucked in by the same portal, but had been separated when it had spewed them out in this new, but antiquated world. Even as he removed the bystanders he began to extend his senses to hopefully find Tech. It wasn't long before he had sensed the green Coyote hero.

"I'm-coming-for-ya-buddy." He said as soon as he had deposited the last resident that he had sensed on the streets.

His path took him past the fighting so he slowed down long enough to see how the battle was progressing. Needless to say it wasn't going well for the heroes. The hero in the red and blue was soon to be fried to a crisp. The green armored one was running full tilt toward the demon, but Rev knew he wouldn't get there in time to save the other hero and the elderly woman.

"Didn't even sense the other one." Rev chided himself.

Moving at an even greater speed he grabbed both the red and blue hero as well as the woman. It wasn't until he traveled fourteen blocks, deposited both the woman and the hero at an ambulance and headed in the direction of Tech did he hear Diablo's roar. Rev glanced back only for a moment before concentrating where he going. Rev knew the value of a team as he never had to fight alone and he hoped that the green one could stand up to the demon, but it was a very large demon.

Now he had a new goal in mind. Find Tech and any other heroes that he could find in this world and have them help take down the self-proclaimed Lord of Terror.

**June 18, 2014**

**Time 16:36**

**5 minutes after "The Event"**

**Designation: Avatar "Korra"**

Korra twisted the air around her as she fell. She created a small maelstrom that slowed her decent until she landed on the side walk avoiding all of the moving automobiles. She groaned still disoriented from being unceremoniously dumped into where ever this place was. She sat against the nearest building waiting with her head in her hands for the spinning to stop.

Something shattered next to her and she shied away on instinct. When she looked up she saw orange shattered glass and an unfamiliar liquid staining her parka.

"Get out of here mutant!" a man screamed from across the street.

"Hey what are you…" Korra's words died in her throat as she looked at the people around her.

There were faces of hate and fear on the young and the old. They stared at her and she stared back. There was a lower murmur that began to drown out all other noise. "Mutant" was their mantra and it wasn't a pleasant word. No one moved. Then the same man who had called her mutant tossed another bottle at her.

Acting to defend herself she let loose a blast of air shattering the bottle above the street.

"The mutant used her powers! The mutant used her powers!" the man screamed while pointing an accusing finger.

"I was just def…" Korra never got to finish her sentence as more people joined the first man and began to toss whatever was available at her. She bent the air diverting all of the trash to the ground. More people gathered and began to throw trash or whatever was on hand. Korra didn't understand their fear, nor their hate. So she did the only thing she could do in the situation. She ran. She ran as fast as her feet could carry her away from the fear and the hate.

She ran and ran until there was no one else around her. When she felt safe she came to a slow walk feeling miserable and confused. Why were the people fearful of her? Why did they hate her? She had done nothing wrong and had done nothing to make them fear her.

New questions began to run through her head as she walked down an empty unfamiliar street in a hostile unfamiliar place. Where am I? What was this place? Why am I here?

Her thoughts were disrupted by a large crash. Ever the fighter at heart Korra pushed aside her thoughts and moved forward.

As she grew closer to the crash she began to hear sounds of combat. Choosing caution over rashness she edged close to the side of a building and peaked around to see a red diabolical looking spirt in combat with another white armor clad spirt or creature. She wasn't sure as to which. Where the red one was powerful and aggressive the other was precise and deadly. Several times over the red one should have fallen to fatal wounds but did not. Several times the smaller spirit should have been killed, but nimbly avoided deathly blows.

She didn't want to admit it, but she was in slight awe of the two combatants. It was like Ravva vs Vatu. It was a battle of epic proportions.

It wasn't until the red spirt had delivered an incapacitating blow did she step out from the shadows. As the red spirt began to belch flames she outstretched her hands and drew it onto herself. The flame that surrounded her evaporated what remained of the liquid and caused her body to sweat a little before she turned it back onto the aggressor.

Korra drew back her arms and flung them forward and the fire followed suit. It washed forward over Diablo, but due to unholy lineage he was unharmed by his own fire.

"You obviously are unaware of where I come from, girl." The spirt replied clearly annoyed.

"The name's Korra." She replied as she began her aggressive assault on the red spirit.

**June 18, 2014**

**Time 16:39**

**8 minutes after "The Event"**

**Designation: Speedster "Rev"**

As Rev raced across New York doing a good deed where a good deed needed doing he eventually found trouble…and Tech was there too.

Tech was not alone however as a creature that seemed better adept for stalking in the night was in the fray as well. No, not an animal. It was a man dressed up as a bat. A really nice power suit at that. Rev observed the new hero with intrigue. He wore a pitch black uniform with a red bat insignia on his chest. Two "ears" which Rev would bet his beak on were antennas and two red wings that complemented the emblem of the bat.

Rev watched in amazement as the bat character ejected a bat like shuriken from his wrist before throwing it an enemy that Rev could not see.

"Hey-Tech-what's-the-411? Also-whose-the-cat…-I-mean-bat-with-teched-out-uniform?" Rev asked as he came up behind his friend.

The coyote only looked over his shoulder as he suspended several haphazardly thrown cars, with his magnetic powers, from crushing civilians that had either did not possess the sense to run or whose curiosity had gotten the better of them.

"I don't know? Batman? Batboy? The Flying Marsupial? I just joined him here when Scorpio over there decided to turn a perfectly good street into a demolition derby!" Tech responded through gritted teeth as positioned the cars into a road block behind him so as no more traffic would approach.

Rev looked around finally seeing the being that had engaged the two heroes. Tech was right to have called the thing Scorpio as the biped mechanized armor looked entirely like a green scorpion. It stood above two meters, perhaps two meters and a half, in what could be depleted uranium armor. The wearer or mech had two huge claws that could crush cars with ease and toss said cars as it proceeded to demonstrate. A long tail at least five meters in length hung above its body poised and ready to strike.

"Armor-or-Mech?" Rev asked as both he and Tech jumped in different directions to avoid the front half of a flying taxi.

"Its movements are to fluid and its actions to random. It is most definitely armor. Otherwise, I would have ripped it in half with my powers ages ago." Tech said as he analyzed its movements."

"I can confirm that." The bat hero said as he landed beside them.

"How so?" Tech asked.

"When I threw one of my batarangs at its left arm I drew blood." The hero said as he flicked blood off the shuriken.

"Any-idea-why-he-or-she-is-doing-this?"

"My guess is that he wants attention." The bat hero responded as he took cover next to Tech.

"Where is Spiderman!" a definitive male voice roared from the suit.

"Well he is sure doing a good job of doing it. Where is this Spiderman anyways?" Tech asked clearly annoyed as he ducked down to avoid raining debris.

"If he is referring to the red and blue hero with said arachnid on his chest he's about several blocks west at an ambulance. The hero was wounded after he and another hero engaged a red demon that calls itself Diablo, The Prime Evil. As I know Tech was missing and it's better not to fight alone I thought I would find him and any other heroes up for a super power team up! You game stranger?" Rev said a little bit slower than normal for the new guy, but fast enough that if one wasn't concentrating his speech would be hard to follow.

"My name is Batman. Is he always like this?" Batman said to them both, but the latter to Tech.

"On his better days." Tech replied.

"Anyways-Scorpio-over-there-probably-won't-be-pleased-with-Spiderman-out-of-the-game." Rev replied his feathers not at all ruffled by Batman or Tech.

"Well then he'll just have to settle for us." Batman replied as he rose from his cover.

"We have a plan right?" Tech asked as he parkoured over cars.

"Beat him down till he stops moving." Batman replied.

"Fun." Rev replied.

"Simple enough in that it can't fail." Tech vouchered.

With the amount of damage that Scorpion had done there was plenty of small pieces of debris scattered about, which Tech was bent on using to his advantage. With a green glow he levitated as many pieces as he could before flinging them at the one who had ground them into such a state.

MacDonald Gargan, aka the Scorpion, shielded his face as he advanced forward through the storm of magnetized debris at the three strange masked heroes. A bat, a coyote, and a roadrunner, but no spider. The one who mocked him still eluded him, and now he had to deal with heroes from a different animal kingdom. Was Spiderman sitting along the side lines laughing his ass off at him? That elusive bug had always been a thorn in his side.

As the rain of debris ceased he parted his large claws to see the bird staring at him with a fist under his chin with the other hand supporting its elbow.

"Have-you-ever-considered-seeing-a-councilor-about-this-Spiderman-addiction? My-guess-would-be-that-it-stems-from-a-sense-of-inadequacy."

Scorpion roared in annoyance and anger as Rev Roadrunner had mocked him so. With his enhanced speed and strength he lashed out at the bird driving his fist into the concrete.

"Actually-you-should-probably-see-an-anger-management-class-as-well." Rev said beside the still enraged armored villain.

"I want SPIDERMAN! Not some cheap knockoff of a hero!" Scorpion roared as he lashed out at Rev who just remained outside of his reach.

"Well-maybe-you-should-try-Batman." Rev said pointing behind Scorpion.

"Do you honestly think I would be stup…" the villain never got to finish his sentence as he was tackled by the rocket enhanced Tomorrow Knight.

"Yes." Rev returned rhetorically. He was about to join Batman until the most beautiful engineering tool in existence caught his eye from an over turned Semi-truck.

Batman and Scorpion's flight ended in a crash against an upturned black SUV. Scorpion retaliated with a backhand that Batman ducked under. Now within Scorpion's guard he used all that the former Batman had taught him. A volley of punches connected with Scorpion's head sending his head spinning and dazing him simultaneously. Another half attempted strike from Scorpion was easily avoided as the batsuit enhanced the capabilities of the wearer to an above human level.

Batman counterattacked with a vicious upper cut that knocked a tooth out. What followed was a series of stunning and debilitating blows. All of the air within Scorpion's lungs left him from a kick to the abdomen. The coup-de-grace was a spinning kick straight that sent the Scorpion head first into the already crushed SUV.

Batman stared down his downed opponent seeing if he would get up. Satisfied that his foe was incapacitated he turned away.

The scraping of metal made Batman turn around to see that his opponent was back on his feet and was half way through tossing the black SUV at him.

Before the SUV had entered the zenith of its parabolic arc with the intent of crushing the Bat a green glow had surrounded it. The vehicle was ripped in half as Tech stepped up beside Batman. Scorpion only had a moment to defend himself before he found himself sandwich between the two pieces. The strength of his suit and its strong claws had been able to absorb the force but it had left him horribly exposed.

MacDonald only had a moment to look down at Tech who had crossed the distance between them in a blink of an eye. What truly got his attention was the green glow of Tech's eyes and the green ball of energy that was swirling between Tech's hands.

"Repulse." Tech turned his entire body with the condensed energy to direct it into Scorpion's abdomen.

Scorpion flew through the air with glass being shattered and small debris scattered from the point of impact. When Scorpion finally landed, his armor had been close to being entirely ripped off. Still though Scorpion refused to quit as he rose again.

"Does this guy know when to quit?" Batman asked no one in particular.

"Stubbornness is a trait amongst heroes and villains alike." Tech responded, but still clearly stunned that Scorpion was still getting back up.

"I'll take if from here." Rev said as twirled a roll of Scotch Tape in on one of his fingers. An evil grin was on Rev's face.

As Scorpion got back up he found the annoying bird in his face once more.

"Die you piece of…" once more Scorpion never got to finish his sentence, but this time Rev had quickly put a piece of scotch tape over his mouth.

"What-was-it-you-were-going-to-say? Let's-try-and-keep-it-PG." Rev mocked as he quickly ripped off the piece of tape.

A howl of pain came from Scorpion's lips, which was again silenced as Rev applied a new piece of tape.

Rev repeated the ripping and new application of tape three separate times.

Rev backed up as Scorpion trashed about in pain, but his large claws couldn't touch his face to rip off said tape.

"Bet-you-wish-that-you-didn't-have-giant-claws-for-hands-now-did-you?" Rev said as he began to unravel more tape.

A whirlwind surrounded Scorpion as Rev collected tape from the downed semi and applied it to Scorpion.

When Rev thought his work was satisfactory he stopped, but still Scorpion rose up again but his claws were too well bounded to be of any use.

"When-scotch-tape-doesn't-work-apply-more-scotch-tape." Rev said as he repeated the process again.

By the time Rev was finished Scorpion was suspended in a cocoon in the air by a web made of scotch tape.

"He-wanted-Spiderman-but-he'll-have-settle-for-us." Rev said as he let the roll slide from his hands.

"So-how-about-it-partners? Up-for-the-main-boss?" Rev asked recalling how big Diablo was.

"That was a good warm up." Tech said rolling his shoulders.

Batman looked up at the suspended Scorpion before locking eyes with the other heroes.

"You had me at people in danger." The Batman responded.

"Alright-now-don't-move." Rev said as he grabbed Batman with one arm around his waist and the other cradling his head.

"Whiplash-prevention."

"But I have a…" Whatever Batman was going to say was drowned out by the wind.

"Maybe I should have gone first." Tech said to himself as he watched Rev dash off with Batman.

13 Minutes After Event

Designation: Tomorrow Knight, aka Batman, aka Terry McGuiness.

Terry McGuiness had expected a normal day in Gotham when he donned on the suit. A normal day which normally consisted of patrolling the city with a batty old man giving him hard advice at being a detective, trying to keep his love interest Donna, being a brother and son, as well as catering to said batty old man. It was a tough job all the way around and the batty old man would always take the time to remind him of the responsibility that rested on his shoulders. Then again, said batty old man was the first Batman after all.

He didn't expect this day to make such an awkward turn when he drove the batmobile through a…portal. He knew he was in deep trouble if he didn't return to Gotham. Bruce Wayne was one person he never wanted to be on his bad side.

He had tried to find a way back after he had exited the portal but the havoc that Scorpion was causing had called him to act. The battle had got even weirder when super powered anthromorphic animals battled alongside him. Wayne would never believe him. Scratch that, Wayne would believe him, but simply wouldn't give a damn.

All of this passed through his head as Rev crossed the distance back to the fight that he had left. When Rev did stop he deposited Batman a fair distance away from the fight, before turning back to grab Tech.

Batman's head was swimming from disorientation at the sudden deceleration and his stomach was unsettled as well. His legs wobbled, but he refused to yield. Eventually after a minute or two Rev had returned with Tech who handled the situation a fair bit better.

"It's not bad once you get you use to it." Tech said he sunk his hands into his knees.

"Really."

Tech's response was to puke in the opposite direction. Batman then had to fight to not pity puke.

"Okay I lied."

"Hey-can-I-ask-you-two-for-help-in-this-super-hero-team-up-like-say-now?" Rev said as he pointed at Diablo who clutched a young girl in one of his talons.

"Why is that?" Batman and Tech asked as this was their first time seeing the demon.

"Lord-Diablo-of-the-blah-blah. Not-important-as-we-need-to-save-her. Now-you-throw-one-of-your-shurikens-at-him-and-Tech-follow-up-with-some-tossed-cars-that-would-be-great." Rev said as he tapped his foot impatiently.

"On it." Batman said as he tossed one of his batarangs at the demon as Tech levitated several cars.

Batman's aim was slightly off due to Rev's speed-run, but the explosive shuirken still managed to lodge itself in Diablo's arm. It detonated and Rev was able to grab the girl as she fell. The cars that Tech had once supported turned into flying battering rams that wanted to take a piece out of a certain demon.

When Rev returned he set the girl before them. She like the both of them were suffering from the effects of Rev's deceleration. Tech and Batman reached out to support her.

"Thanks…who are you two supposed to be? The wolfbat duo?" the girl asked groggily.

"The name is Batman." Batman responded.

"Why does everyone keep confusing me with other canine breeds? I am a coyote! The name's Tech by the way."

"Cut the chatter. We're not finished here yet."

Both Batman and Tech turned to see a green armored titan and a giant white armored alien of equal or greater height come alongside them with two glowing tuning fork like blades in hand.

"The Spartan speaks the truth. The Demon still stands." The Giant alien spoke.

"Who…what are you two?" Batman asked clearly surprised.

"Special Operations Commander Rtas Vadum." The alien spoke.

"Master Chief." The titan said without turning his head from his foe as Diablo rose from where he had been struck down.

"You will all **burn**." Diablo spoke as the fires around his body rose to reflect his fury.

There was no calm before the storm. There was no cry for battle from either side. The ground began to shake as the two forces neared. Viscous winds whipped blowing as nature bent to Korra's summons. Fires leaped off of Diablo's body setting trees ablaze. Smoke began to billow in thick black clouds blocking out the suns raise. Before these two titanic forces had even clashed, they had turned a city block of New York into a warzone.

Rev was the first one in as his speed accelerated him far past the others. He was inside Diablo's guard unleashing a volley of punches. Each individual punch was not enough to wound, but the rapidity of his blows set Diablo on the back foot. Tech followed up next by flinging debris at arms and legs, doing anything to immobilize the demon. He aimed high, hoping to fling enough magnetic debris that he would bury Diablo with the sheer volume of magnetized material. Diablo's flames continued to grow and all the material that had clung to him was vaporized. Rev was forced to likewise back off or he would be burned himself. Red lighting issued from both of Diablo's hands catching Rev's tail feathers and Tech took a direct hit to the chest.

Rev ran on leaving the fight to find a way to put out the fires that would consume him if he did nothing. Korra was surprised by Rev's abandonment and ran to Tech's side expecting the worse. She soon found out her fears were unfounded and that Rev hadn't abandoned Tech as she thought. The green coyote was already starting to get back on his feet as his flesh and suit knitting back together.

"How?" Korra asked amazed.

"Molecular Regeneration." Tech replied with a wolfish grin. "Don't leave home without it."

The Master Chief, Rtas, and Batman took the fight directly to Diablo. All of them were restricted to close quarters aside from Batman and his shuriken. Unlike the others however, their suits were completely capable of taking the immense heat that Diablo was giving off.

The Master Chief and Rtas stood side by side advancing upon the demon. Diablo's blows were full of power but were sloppily thrown as both Sanghelie and Spartan attacked like wolves hitting their larger foe when he went after the other. Where Rtas fought with skill and fluidity the Master Chief used precision and cold calculation of his enemy to carry him through. Where the two were once bitter enemies, they were now allies and after decades of conflict they could read a situation and knew how to assist the other. This wasn't the first time for the two that matters of hate or mistrust had been cast aside in the face of a more overwhelming threat.

Where the Master Chief and Rtas used concerted attacks, Batman was a rogue element in the battle. While his suit granted him greater strength than the average human he still wasn't as powerful as the other two. His advantages however relied more so on his tools and the other accessories that he brought to the fight. He was sparing with his use of batrangs as he had a very limited supply, but he capitalized when Diablo had a chance of regaining momentum. Armed with smoke pellets we would often toss these at Diablo's face to disorient and further enrage the demon. He also resorted to direct physical assaults when necessary but was cautious as to get to close to the duo with odd light sabers.

"The old man will never believe the day I have been having." Terry McGuiness commented to himself reflecting upon how his old mentor Bruce Wayne would probably find some reason why he needed to be disciplined.

The Master Chief rolled forward under another of Diablo's savage blows, the black bone passing inches from his head. Inside Diablo's guard he stabbed below the ribcage cutting into veins and arteries while severing bone and puncturing a lung. Diablo roared in pain but buckled once more under the Spartan's assault as the Spartan slashed both hamstring and immolated the demon's Achilles tendon. Rtas Vadum had been nowhere out of the fight either. As he had taken Diablo's wrath to give the Spartan his opening, but now it was his turn to strike. As the demon fell Rtas blade hacked away the black ivory along Diablo's arm to reduce his combat capabilities. Rtas second strike scored a deep gash along Diablo's face and neck. Flesh sizzled and Diablo roared again as he burned.

Flame exploded off Diablo's in twenty meter radius. Batman who was further away had time to seek shelter where as Rtas and Master Chief were not as fortunate. Flame washed over the Chief and his visor polarized immediately to compensate. His armor absorbed the wash of heat, but the sheer concussive force was enough to lift the haft-ton soldier off his feet. Rtas was spared from the flames by his superior shielding but without a mask some of the heat still entered his lungs. Luck likewise seemed to favor the Sanghelie as Rtas's lungs would have been burned like rice paper had it not been for the concussive force that followed to force the air out of his lungs.

Batman poked his head up after the flames had subsided and had to quickly roll as a Master Chief sized object crashed into the car that he had been hiding behind. A second crash told him where the alien had landed. Neither one looked in great shape. Diablo's heavy breathing notified him that the demon still stood. With a flick of both his wrists he summoned two batarnags ready to fight off the demon so that the two injured soldiers would not come to further harm.

"You stand alone hero. The others have been beaten or have fled. Flee now and I may spare you for last." Diablo said as he summoned even more flames around himself.

Batman said nothing as he tensed his body for the fight ahead.

"No witty come back? Have you come to realize your own terror? Do you now see hero that death only awaits you?"

"How about you chill out." A familiar blue parka wearing Avatar said.

Diablo looked to the sound of the voice only to receive a tsunami of New York sewage water. The sheer inertia of the water caused the demon lord to stumble back quenching his flames before the ragging to torrent dragged him back to the earth.

"How's that for a witty comeback?" Korra asked as she took her place beside Batman.

"A meta fighting alongside me for once?" the Batman asked with a raised eyebrow.

"I have you know I'm not a mutant…Meta…or whatever 'm' word you think I am. I'm the Avatar." Korra said as she put one hand on her hip and gave Batman an accusing finger.

"I'm not complaining. Lady I don't care if you chose to call yourself the Queen of the Flying Monkies if you keep raining heavy blows, no pun intended, like that I'll call you whatever you want."

"Oh, okay." Korra said as she relaxed her stance.

"Infernal wench! I will tear your heart out and feast upon it."

"Well you're too late for that as I already broke up with my boyfriend."

Whether this changed Diablo's opinion on how to make Korra suffer was a moot point.

Chief opened his eyes to the sounds of combat to see that the inside of his helmet had become even grittier thanks to dried blood. His entire body still hurt and the armor's healing abilities were already taxed. His body hurt in places that hadn't known pain for a long time. Rolling his head over, he saw that Rtas fared no better as he coughed purple blood. The Sanghelie's breathing was low and shallow. His hand covered his sides in what could only mean cracked ribs.

The Master Chief pitched forward finding his legs still worked as he steadied himself. Rtas not one to be outdone rose back to his feet and took his place beside the Master Chief.

They looked on as Batman and Korra engaged Diablo in a form battle that neither had considered.

"We've been attacking him haphazardly. We haven't been utilizing our strengths as a team or analyzing his own weaknesses." Rtas said through pained breaths.

The Master Chief simply nodded as he ran a diagnostic on his armor and his own health. Neither was promising. His armor was battered to the point of falling apart and his health was in the red-zone based upon the diagnostic that his suit was returning. Diablo right now may be losing the battle but he could outlast them and simply win the war.

The Master Chief couldn't believe that the smallest of them, the girl called Korra, was their heaviest hitter. He still didn't believe his eyes. He had faced genocidal aliens, a galaxy ending plague, and if it could be believed a creator or engineer of the Human race as he now knew it to be. Here though, was this young dark skinned girl wielding four primal elements like they were an extension of herself. A man dressed as a bat with envious technological prowess, to a certain degree. Two creatures that walked like men. One of which was faster that he deemed possible for one who moved on two legs and another that had the power of magnetism and could self-regenerate. To top it off his once enemy turned friend stood beside him once more.

It was as he watched the fight progress and the two super powered xenos stepped beside him did he understand how to make and utilize the team.

"It's time we take this threat down. I have a way to do so, but I need you all to listen."

"Well, let's- hear-it." Rev said rapidly.

Korra began to pelt Diablo with asphalt. Diablo however was fast enough to avoid some of the ballistic missiles from a seventeen year old girl. Diablo was forced to counter with shots of red lightning as he knew Korra could possibly bend the flames away rendering them inert. Once more Korra's time in the Bending League was serving her well as her reflexes and moves developed during that time were keeping her alive. Batman used his camo to blend in the twilight that settled over their little warzone as he would strike with either his fists or toss certain wreckage at Diablo to keep him off balance. This tactic seemed to be working as Diablo couldn't get an accurate bead on either of the two.

If one were to look at the battle one could immediately say that the battle was in the favor of Batman and Korra. This couldn't be further from the truth. Diablo, despite the beating that he was receiving and likely deserved, was faring much better. From all the blows he received he was able to shrug off or his healing system was able to render any damage moot. The mortals, however, were just that mortals. Korra had recently been in a battle with an undeniably powerful anti-Avatar and had suffered greatly at that persons hands. Her body still had as of yet to fully recover. Batman was no doubt a talented and powerful individual but he was limited in his ways to counter act. There was only so much a mortal could take before they broke down.

It was as Korra stepped forward delivering a powerful earth bending strike did a ligament in her leg give out under the strain. Korra screamed in pain as her leg became unresponsive and her forward momentum brought her to the ground. Korra didn't even hear herself scream as the severity of the pain blocked out everything else around her.

Batman was quick to abandon his own game of cat and mouse with Diablo to rush to Korra's aid. Diablo, now fully recognizing the danger that this girl projected called issued red lightning from an outstretched finger to reduce her to ashes. Batman leapt forward with his rocket boosters and picked Korra up a split second before Diablo's lightning blackened the street.

Batman had managed to distance somewhat form Diablo but not enough that Diablo couldn't cross in a few strides. He caught up with the fleeing heroes and smacked them down out of the air. Batman felt two blows. The first from Diablo and the second from when he hit the concrete.

Dazed and confused both heroes attempted to get up but were stopped when they fell in the shadow of Diablo. His fiery gaze looked down on them with nothing but hate. From deep within inside himself Diablo summoned a hellish flame that he spat upon his defenseless foes.

The flames parted for a moment as Korra was able to bend aside the flames, but the torrent continued. All that touched Diablo's fire knew what it meant to be touched by hellfire. Nothing survived. When Diablo's jaws snapped shut there was nothing. There were no bones or tattered clothing to mark their presence. There was no Batman and there was no Korra.

Diablo gave a triumphant roar as the last of the heroes that had opposed fallen to his might.

Then again, this wasn't the first time that a certain speedster had stolen Diablo's prize.

Diablo full of demonic delight at his victory turned his attention to the broken and the hopeless. Needless to say his ego deflated a little bit more that day as he saw all six of his foes lined up once more battered and beaten, but not broken. They were not as hopeless as Diablo had believed.

"Everyone understand the plan?" Master Chief asked.

A chorus of yes's and nods responded in reply.

"Take him down."

Batman, Chief, Rev, and Rtas advanced forward to face Diablo and enact the Chief's plan.

"Here, lean on me." Tech said as he wrapped one arm around her waist while she threw one arm over him.

"You sure you can handle what the Chief has planned?" Tech asked as he saw how fatigued Korra appeared.

"It is do or die." Korra responded as her eyes began to glow with a shining white light.

"Let's go with do." Tech said as he began to accumulate power.

"Rev engage!" Chief roared.

Rev complied with the first part of the plan. Remembering his previous encounter with the speedster Diablo sent out a wide pulse of flame to burn the roadrunner. Rev, simply ran around it while the others sought cover. Rev began to run circles around Diablo, but never once touched him. Diablo lashed out at the red blur, but with all of the blows he threw not one struck their intended mark. Rev's circular speed whipped up a gale of maelstrom like proportions. Almost all of the air was simultaneously drawn in and thrown out. The heavy ashes that clouded the air were drawn in.

Then, there was nothing. The strong maelstrom like winds vanished and the heavy ash floated around Diablo cutting off his view. Diablo was slightly stunned by this sudden reversal before he recognized the trap he was in. There were two twin hisses and the plasma blades ignited before Diablo.

With the flames that Diablo had gathered from earlier a tongue of flame issued from his maw. When the flame was cut off the ashes had parted a little granting him a look to see that once more his hellish flame had hit nothing.

Diablo clenched his jaw in annoyance as his foes had gone from a direct unorganized mob to an indirect organized team.

The roar of jets came from all around Diablo and deafened him. From the shadows came the Master Chief his thruster pack's jets ablaze with life. Chief shoulder checked into the knee that he had broken earlier. The attack was far from finished as from on high Batman descended out of the shadows and gave the Demon Lord a rocket fueled super punch to Diablo's face. There were two sickening cracks as Diablo's jaw and knee shattered as his body was forced in two separate directions. The demon lord did not even give a cry of pain as he fell. Well, Diablo didn't give a cry of pain until the Master Chief wrapped both arms around the shattered leg and put one boot against Diablo's upper thigh and part flesh from flesh. As Diablo hit the ground both Batman and the Master Chief took one of Diablo's arm and forced them into a debilitating position.

Diablo, was the Lord of Terror and due to his aspect could not feel fear himself. He may have felt pain but his head was uncluttered with fear and proceeded to act. He raised his tail above his head like a scorpion intending to kill the green Titan. That's all as far as he got.

Pain shot up Diablo's spine Rtas leapt from behind, his plasma blades loping off the offending appendage. Extending one of his free hands caught one of Diablo's horns and forced the demon's head to the ground. Without pity or mercy for his incapacitated foe Rtas stabbed Diablo into the back of his neck severing the spinal cord.

All of them knew that Diablo would heal from these wounds, but there purpose was to incapacitate him, not kill him. The final blow was up to their heavy hitters.

"Scatter now." The Master Chief roared as he saw Rev come forth giving the signal that the two were ready.

Batman was the first to release and jumped into the safety of the shadows. Master Chief let go, but didn't leave until Rtas had likewise disengaged.

As Diablo began to regain control over his motor control he began to rise his fury reaching new heights. He had been humiliated one to many times and he would be sure that their suffering would last from this life and into the next.

Diablo was not prepared for what came next. From on high several cars fell upon his form and bent around him. More and more magnetized material ranging from SUV's to trash bins that Tech had gathered were smashed into Diablo's form. The magnetic material that connected with Diablo crumpled and reformed around Diablo in a metal ball. That wasn't the end though as Korra had gathered all the water she could in the immediate area. That water now crashed upon the already burdened Diablo.

Korra was at the limit of her strained abilities as she condensed as much of the water on Diablo's form. It wasn't until all of Tech's magnetic material had clumped into a ball around Diablo did she freeze the water into a solid hemisphere.

"Is it over?" Korra asked, slouched into Tech's arms alredy close to the point of losing consciousness.

"I believe it is." Rtas said as he deactivated both blades.

The half sphere of ice began to quake and a spider web of cracks began to appear around its form. The ice exploded outwards. Both the Master Chief and Rtas stepped forward in front to shield them from the flying shrapnel. Rtas let out a grunt of pain as a rather large piece of ice hit him, but gave no complaint. When all had settled they stared in amazement as the ball of metal had been cracked open like an eggshell.

Within the desolate frozen insides of the cracked egg sat a girl no bigger than Korra. This girl clutched her right knee and the back of her neck. She wore a red shirt and baggy black pants. What caught their breath however, wasn't the blackness of her hair, but the yellow glowing eyes of Diablo from those sunken sockets.

Nobody moved. Nobody said a word. All that was the deafening silence.

"FREEZE." Was the common yell as men in black uniforms came pouring from all sides of the block.

"Rtas! Batman! Fade now!" Master Chief yelled at the two heroes.

Rtas grabbed Batman by the wrist and activated his camouflage module. Batman gave a yelp of surprise before activating his own.

The Master Chief looked to where Diablo once sat but only saw the fading of a red mist.

From on high the layer of ashes was scattered as three troop carriers bearing the same logo as the troops descended. From the transports came a new wave of fresh troops. Behind them walked a tall black man with an eye patch over one of his eyes and two other just as interesting characters behind him. The most serious looking threats of the two was an individual in red and gold armor. The other was clad in red, white, and blue and bore a round shield.

"My name is Nick Fury, the director of S.H.I.E.L.D. As you can clearly see I am not screwing around and I suggest that you put your hands up in the air." The once unidentified eye-patch wearing man now known as Nick Fury said through a megaphone.

"What do we do?" Tech asked as he supported the limp Korra.

"Do as they ask." Master Chief said as he raised his hands in the air.

This was the first time that Master Chief had ever been taken captive, but he was damn sure that this would be his last.

* * *

><p>As part of this Chapter's upload I am also showing apart of my story for Secrets Better Left Forgotten. It's just a teaser and it is missing some information, but that is just part of the plan. There is a larger game afoot then can be believed. Anyways I digress. Here is the short bit.<p>

From the blackest innards of the Flood super carrier form it came. The maw of super carrier opened wide to allow the passage of a massive abomination. It shuffled forward on four Evergreen trunk sized legs that still seemed too small to support its massive asymmetrical upper body. The upper half had four arms with each of varying length haphazardly placed that seemed swapped from a collection of different creatures and two hardened plates that were likewise haphazardly placed.

Its far right arm was long, sinewy, and ended in a short morning star like claw lined curving dagger long ivory. The far left arm was simply a massive muscle of a tentacle and was perhaps the most threatening of the appendages. Then there was the inner chest arms which looked as if each had been violently rotated 90 degrees such that it was facing forward. The right chest arm was the shortest and had what could be a thumb. The inner left arm was much longer and had longer sharper looking claws. The two hardened pieces of plates were likewise bafflingly placed with one along the back of the creature and another on the front. As of now though both plates were draped behind it like an uneven cape.

A vertical slit split down the center spewing centuries if not millennia old fluid. The slit continued to grow until it had reached the lowest portions of it upper body spilling what appeared to be intestine. Bones cracked and the exploded outward as something within bent them out of place. What was birthed forth from the heretical imitation of life was an octopoda shaped head. As the tentacles writhed about in its birthing pangs the head turned 90 degrees such that its bulbous saclike head rested against its mane of cracked bone.

It was as the Spartan continued to examine the creature did the horror of its creation dawn on him. The crablike club a head. The long tentacle a tail. The hardened plates that seemed haphazardly placed were wings. It was a Flood infested dragon.

The mode of locomotion upon its four legs was likewise just as depraving as its upper. Beneath the cracked bone and looping intestines were two fused faces forever stretched in a silent scream. Jordan could only imagine its structure in the simplest of terms of two men bound back to back with arms upraised to support a massive bowl. From the look of things both of creatures that served as its lower half had been alive during the inception of the fusion.

It neared itself as close as it dared the Forerunner's barrier before it opened its awful sickly green cross shaped eyes. Its massive form took up his entire vision.

The Spartan felt no fear upon being close to it or the realization of its creation. No maddening panic consumed him as it would a lesser man. All he felt was a tenseness to kill and small amount of amusement as a memory he long thought lost surfaced.

It was of his first team, Ravager team. He remembered how Apollo-, like the god of his name sake, would read the most bizarre of stories and tell it back to the rest of the three man team. It was a Lovecraftian horror. It was an Old One. It was an ender of worlds. It was a Cthulhu. A Cthulhu Flood form.

* * *

><p>I look forward to your guy's feedback.<p>

I need to work on better Author Notes. I will beginning notes on the chapters as they progress.

2 good 2 kill signing off.


	4. Defining Relations

Hello once again. This 2 good 2 kill coming back with another chapter for New Horizons. I'm sorry I didn't get this posted at the end of September but I wanted a longer chapter that simply got to long. So after speaking with a friend on Destiny, great game by the way, I decided to split the chapter up. This chapter is a bit shorter than the rest and not as action packed, but important to story development all the same.

Anyways I just want to point out that I am looking for a beta reader and if anyone who has any artistic skill wants to try and make a cover I would gladly accept. But, I know what your really here for, so without further ado here is the Fourth Chapter.

* * *

><p><strong>June 18, 2014<strong>

**Location New York City, New York USA**

**Time 17:20**

**Designation: Master Chief aka Sierra 117 aka John-117**

The Master Chief didn't limp as he was escorted at gun point. He showed no signs of weakness or of the pain he was forced to endure. From the diagnostic, if it was even correct, his entire body was a mass of bruises, strains, and aches. He had several ligament sprains in his arms and legs. The tibia in his right leg was fractured as well as the humerus bone in his right arm and the ulna in his left arm. He had two broken ribs along his left side from where Diablo had sucker punched him.

"_Now I know why they were called near unbreakable bones."_ the Master Chief thought neutrally as he silently analyzed his worsening condition.

The Master Chief walked in front with Rev in the middle and Tech supporting Korra in the rear. Rev and Tech were the fittest amongst them that could fight, but they would not risk the lives of Korra or the Master Chief. Rev could possibly carry Korra and Tech, but that would mean abandoning the Master Chief. Korra was out and simply dead weight that Tech was forced to carry. They could fight, but still that left Korra and the Master Chief vulnerable. Both Rev and Tech were experienced veterans in terms of battle and after seeing the Master Chief in action with Diablo they could tell that the battle hardened veteran did not carry himself the same. No words needed to be communicated as to know that the Master Chief was in pain.

The faceless soldiers around them were professionals. They moved in perfect unison down the war torn city block always out of arms reach of their prisoners. There were twenty in total and there were five rifles trained on them at all times. Rev could have disarmed them in seconds, but that still didn't account for the other soldiers both seen and unseen. Ever since Fury had made touch down even more ships patrolled the skies each equipped with heavy machine guns along their flanks. Escape was moot. All hope now lied with Rtas and Batman.

"Stop." One of the masked soldiers said. The prisoners and their escorts stopped in the middle of the street. Three of the air ships were just a little bit away.

"Why are we sto…" Tech never got to finish his sentence as more guns were pointed his direction.

"Do not speak till spoken to." The same soldier responded.

"So-can-we-speak-now?" Rev jibbed back his feathers were ruffled by the treatment that they were receiving.

The Master Chief simply turned his head back in a simple non-verbal way of saying _"Don't tempt them."_

"Alright where are they?" Fury's voice came from behind as he strode up to them. Neither of his flashy compatriots were with him.

Where the Master Chief and Tech were silent Rev was vocal.

"Where-are-who?" the Rev responded.

"Do not play games with me." Fury's tone began to cool, as he bit back on his anger.

"Well-wouldn't-it-be-a-game-if-we-sent-you-on-a-wild-goose-chase-for-someone-who-doesn't-exist?" Rev responded snidely as he crossed his arms. Rev was more irked as to how they were being treated rather than the why. A complete group of strangers with no connection to this world or each other had banned together risking their very lives to stop a very real, a very imminent threat.

"We know that there were seven of you here. Three are missing. In the time frame of thirty minutes you turned a New York street into a war zone." Fury said as he turned his one good eye from the Chief to Rev. "I have no idea who you are or who you think you are. All of you appeared after God decided to see what creation would look like if it resembled Swiss cheese. All I do know is that you used unauthorized aggression on American soil by no power that I recognize. You will remain within my custody until I such time that I can determine what to do with you."

The explosion of jets alerted them of character in red and gold as he came on high.

"Iron Man, please tell me that you found them."

"Afraid not, Fury. I got nothing on my sensors. Whoever they are, they are good. The Cap's gone on to see if he can find a trail or anything, but he's not hopeful. Wolverine may have a better chance of catching them, but it will take a while to get him here."

Fury clenched his jaw in annoyance before giving each prisoner a critical eye.

"Collar the metas and separate them." Fury said to the soldiers as he turned away.

The soldiers behind Tech, Rev, and Korra produced several collars which they quickly wrapped around the necks of the three of them. Both Tech and Rev gave a cry of pain as an electrical shock to their nervous system put them down. The Master Chief felt nothing for these people but his hand clenched into a ball none the less.

The soldiers picked up and herded the four heroes into the three separate helicopters. One for Korra and Tech with the other two for Rev and the Master Chief.

The Master Chief only hoped that the trust he placed in Rtas and Batman would not be unfound.

**June 18, 2014**

**Location: New York City, New York USA**

**Time 17:25**

**Designation: Shipmaster and Detective**

Troop carriers patrolled the streets looking for both Rtas and Batman as well as any other extradimensionals or EXDs, as they were being called, that needed to be round up. The heavy rotors of the ships scattered ashes and dust alike that broke apart on anything that they touched. The loose particles collected on two large silhouettes beneath the shadow of a water tower before being broken loose as the bodies moved.

"We have to do something." Batman said as he peered as out as far from the shadow that he dared to see the people he had forged an alliance with were unceremoniously dragged off.

"We are." Rtas said as he watched the situation progress.

"You call doing nothing while they take them away doing something?" Batman bit back.

It was only as he stared up to Rtas's invisible form did he realize how physically imposing the alien was. However, Batman had faced larger opponents and was still able to win. He had seen Rtas take bone crushing blows from Diablo so he couldn't be in the best of shape. However, he had no idea about Rtas anatomy or physiology so he had no idea how much punishment Rtas's body could take. While he had considered that it was possible that Rtas was some form of Meta or mutated by experimentation. He considered that possibility unlikely by the small unrecognizable symbols that dotted Rtas's armor. That left only one other option. An alien.

"If we rush in now," Rtas voice turned deep and hostile as he stared down the less physically imposing human. "We would only succeed in getting ourselves captured or killed in the process. Then what could we do?"

Rtas didn't give Batman a chance to respond.

"Right now the enemy doesn't know where we are or what our intentions are. For now we have the element of surprise. If we want to save them we wait till we know where they are going. From there we can devise a plan that will result in a successful rescue." Rtas's voice going from hostile to sounding like he was schooling an unruly child.

"I can solve our tracking problem." Batman said as he produced a small tracker in the shape of a bat.

"You certainly do love that symbol." Rtas said noting that the recurring symbol was border lining a fetish.

"A symbol that puts fear into criminals and hope into people." Batman countered. "I didn't design it I just work for the guy that did."

Rtas said nothing, but simply logged away that the Batman had a superior that he reported too.

"What's the range?" Rtas said as he noticed the troop carriers were beginning to take off.

"I can fire it accurately up to fifty meters, depending upon conditions." Batman said.

"We'll need to get closer then." Rtas said as he eyed the range.

"No offense but you can't be in the best of shape right now. I saw you coughing up blood earlier. Coughing up blood isn't a good sign in humans and I can only imagine that it's not good for you either. I'm the only one that needs to get close enough to deploy the tracker. You should conserve your strength for when take them back."

"You've convinced me. Now go and don't get caught. Come back after though. We've already been split from the others, no reason to separate ourselves further." Rtas said as he proceeded to sit.

"_Great, I traded one batty old man for a batty old alien."_ McGuiness thought to himself.

Batman moved from cover unhindered by any serious injuries. When he reached the edge he used his enhanced abilities to leap from his rooftop to the adjoining one. He ran silently past Shield Operatives that had been stationed on the roof top. None of them noted his passage. When he had reached the tallest building he could make by the strength induced power alone he leapt off and ejected his wings while still being invisible. He silently glided over the street undetectable to all.

As the troop carriers carrying his allies lifted he fired. His first shot hit the one on his left and he proceeded to the right marking each one in turn. It was completely possible that they would try detaining them in separate facilities. Using his optics he made sure that each had found there mark and were transmitting. Satisfied with his success he peeled off and used his suits claws to latch onto a building as the carriers passed.

Rtas's eyes were well trained in tracking invisible targets and was rather impressed by Batman's ability, but still thought some of his movements were rather sloppy. He traced him from when he left, to marking the carries, till he returned.

"Your good, but you could use some work." Rtas said as he straightened.

"Oh thank you Batman. Great work you did there." Batman said rhetorically.

"Do you normally compliment yourself?" Rtas asked.

Batman just groaned and held his face in one hand.

"_He's acting just like Mr. Wayne."_

"All we need to do now is secure a craft capable of flight." Rtas said as he watched the aircraft carrying his allies disappear.

"Once more I got that covered. All we need to do is get to my Batmobile. I could call for it, but I don't want to risk detection with these soldiers still here."

"Batmobile?" Rtas asked rather incredulously.

"Don't you even start."

**June 18, 2014**

**Location: Tokyo, Japan**

**Time 17:27**

**Designation: The Red Rider aka The Horseman War.**

What fell from the heavens bore the shape of man. It crashed to the ground destroying all in its wake. However, this creature is no man, but something far more ancient.

The people cry out in fear as they do not understand what has happened. They shall receive no mercy from the creature that stirs amidst the wreckage. This being that fell from the sky brings neither peace nor salvation. It cares not for the hopes of the Heaven's nor the machinations of Hell. It cares solely about one thing alone. The Law. All those that break the law whether they be the sons of men, the High Lords of Heaven, or the Dregs of Hell will receive punishment.

It is the Red Rider. His name is War for he is it made flesh. He is of the race called the Nephilim. If Legend that was told were to be true he was made from the dust of angels and demons alike from the demon known as Lilith. What is true however about his kind is their ability to lay all to waste by the sword. However, only he and his brothers and sister remained.

War could feel it. The sights and sounds were there yet it could not be. Before him stretched a city made of man's creation. It was teeming with thousands of them. The humans encircled him like ants would encircle their prey yet none dare venture forward. Lights flashed all around him dazzling him somewhat but still he was amazed by man's presence.

"What is this trickery?" War asked aloud to himself.

The last thing he remembered was fighting on the Destroyer's tower above the charred remains over the Kingdom of Man.

"Could have breaking the seal have undone the damage? But then where are my brothers? Where are the forces of the White City and the Hells' themselves?" War said as he began to walk forward his head turning in a slow circle as his senses honed by an eternity of conflict analyzed his surroundings.

The whooping of sirens and the flash of red and blue lights brought War back to earth. The crowds of people began to disperse as black and white cars began to take to the streets. From the cars spilled men wielding firearms that relied on a controlled explosion to propel metal slugs. The men formed a blockade with their vehicles as they pushed more and more people away from War's area. He was boxed in.

War didn't move as he was curious as to how this would play out.

The man began to speak in a language that War had not heard in a long time or had practiced himself.

"_Japanese. I haven't heard this language since I was curious about Samurai."_ War thought to himself as he began to recall the language.

"I repeat, put your weapons down." One of the lead officers barked into a megaphone.

"No." War responded in the native language, his voice overpowering that of the megaphone. The bite in his voice made the officers train all weapons on him.

"I will give you one last warning."

"You would be wise to let me pass."

"Open fire."

A chorus of gunfire split the air as officers began to shoot at War. The fire continued for ten seconds before the officers halted their fire. When the dust settled War stood unmarked and very annoyed. He simply brushed off the bullets that had clung to him.

"It seems that wisdom is not the trait of mortals." War said as he stalked forward cracking his knuckles.

The gunfire began again and the people screamed.

**June 18, 2014**

**Location: New York City, New York USA**

**Time 17:30**

**Designation: Shipmaster and Detective**

Batman and Rtas proceeded to the Batmobile with all haste that they could muster. Their progress was slower than normal as they mostly stuck to the rooftops and avoided using the streets as and alleys as much as possible.

New York had more or less turned into a ghost town as people sought shelter from what they believed to be an invasion. People clustered together within their homes, dwellings, shops, or grouped together in the streets in front of TV screens. News channels of all sorts were issuing reports of strange lights in the sky and of stranger figures appearing. Videos of what the news channels were dubbing the "Event" were streamed in constantly from all over the world.

Batman paused momentarily to catch a glimpse of a large TV screen to see what was happening on a global scale. He was momentarily shocked into silence. This was bigger than he had expected.

Rtas only paused when he sensed that Batman was no longer following him. He stared back at the young hero with his eyes assessing him critically.

"Focus on the mission at hand. We can't deal with all of the world's problems." Rtas said keeping his voice level as he began to determine the hero's actual age and nature.

"But…"

"We already have people depending on us. We can't abandon them. If we are going to have any chance we need to do this as a team. When the mission is done and we have a chance to recuperate then we can determine our next step. Until then, everything else is secondary." It wasn't the first time that Rtas had to inspire his men.

Batman was silent for a moment as he continued to watch fear, hate, and other unsavory emotions played out on the faces of the people below.

"You're right. Let's go. It's not much farther."

**June 18, 2014**

**Location: Japan**

**Time 17:32**

**Location: New York City, New York USA**

**Designation: Imperious**

Imperious had fallen. As an Arch Angel he couldn't believe how far he had fallen. No he literally couldn't believe that he had fallen so far. Hitting the ground had wounded him somewhat, but it had injured his pride even more. He was creature capable of flight, but had fallen like a mortal to the earth.

Clutching his head in one hand he moved he rose to his feet. It was then as he rose to his full height that he had still been in battle with Diablo.

Taking the famed Spear of Valor, Solarion, in both hands he readied himself to be attacked. It was then that he realized that he was already being assaulted. All around him were tiny flashes from devices of all different types as…humans pointed and stared at him.

He readied himself for some magical spell to assail him as humans were also the offspring of demons and could be just as treacherous if not worse. Nothing happened. The humans stayed where they were and were speaking in tongue that was completely foreign to him.

It was during this time that he began to notice more of the surroundings around him. Tall pillars extended into the sky confusing him for a moment as to whether he was still in Heaven or not. The pillars while tall enough to challenge those of Heaven were constructed from primordial materials such as steel, concrete, and other earthly elements. Upon further examination he saw that the tall pillars did not shine with their own beauty but from emissions of light from excited gas from within small bulbs. How like humans to cover up the ugly with a falseness of beauty.

He failed to understand why his brother Tyrael did not see humans for what they were. They were an opportunistic species that would easily fall to the demon's allure of power if given the chance. The only relation that humans and angels had in common in their…highly polluted blood was the physical form. It seemed as if he was the only one that wished to remove the infestation before it became a threat.

As of right now these people were no threat to him so he would spare them for now.

This realization did not help him as Diablo still remained a great threat to his home. As he looked around he could tell that even though he and Diablo had fallen through the same portal he could not detect the foul demon's stench. So despite the inopportune moment of the portal perhaps Heaven was safe. That still did not help him get back home or deal with Diablo.

Imperious was brought out of his musing as the pitiful screams of the humans grinded against his hears as the bumbling confused animals bundled into one another as they ran like rats from a large predator. A series of small pops and an explosion grabbed his attention. Where mortals fled the Arch Angel of Valor would be sure to charge into battle.

**June 18, 2014**

**Time 17:35**

**Location: New York City, New York USA**

**Designation: Shipmaster and Detective**

Rtas began to wonder on the nature of Batman's vessel and how he was able to hide it in such a large human city. It wasn't long before Rtas got his answer.

It was subtle at first but eventually Rtas was able to make out the silhouette of an invisible form. As Batman approached the unknown figure de-cloaked. Upon examining it he was rather impressed.

The size of the Batmobile was equivalent to that of a Seraph fighter. Rather than have the hard edges that seemed standard among human craft this one seemed to have rounded edges much like Covenant vehicles. It was black and had red trim along its belly. Its fearsome look combined with its technological capabilities made him recognize what it was. It was a predator.

"Just give me a minute to talk to my partner. He doesn't deal well with strangers."

"While three is better than two, but I can't imagine what coward wouldn't join his partner in battle when it was needed most." Rtas said as he crossed his arms.

"His capabilities are limited." Batman responded.

The hatch of the Batmobile lifted and out popped a black furred four legged animal. It's hair was on end and its teeth were bared. Saliva flew from its maw as it barked relentlessly at Rtas.

"Down boy. Bad dog. He's a friend." Batman said to the barking animal.

"What's his name Batdog?" Rtas asked sarcastically.

"His name is Ace." Batman said as he was able to quiet the animal to a low growl.

Rtas didn't respond as Batman calmed the dog down enough that he was able to get inside before motioning Rtas to join him.

"Just to let you know I haven't installed the second safety belt." Batman said as Rtas crested the lip of the cockpit.

Rtas only gave a growl of annoyance as the Batmobile didn't even have a second seat. He would make do however. He was Sangheili, a warrior of the finest caliber and he would make do.

Once more Ace gave a low growl as Rtas situated himself. Rtas had to give the four legged creature credit for its courage, but not for its senses. The size of its fangs didn't even come close to his own.

"Proceed to pursue, but maintain a safe distance. We must be careful, and can't afford for our enemies to catch wind of us." Rtas said from behind Batman.

"Aye, aye Captain." Batman responded.

"The Sangheilian term is Shipmaster."

Batman merely hung his head as once more his attempts to sass Rtas flew right over the alien's head. Firing up the engines he set the Batmobile at a 30 degree incline and proceeded to gain altitude. The instruments in front of him lit up the tracker showing that it was moving at a steady pace out to the ocean.

"_The mission comes first."_ Batman thought to himself.

**June 18, 2014**

**Time 17:37**

**Location: Tokyo, Japan**

**Designation: The Red Rider aka War the Horseman**

War stalked forward as the officers continued to pelt him with their small arms fire. When he neared their barricades he didn't bother drawing his sword as he simply smashed their cars apart with his gigantic left fist. Several officers who were standing to close were swept aside as their own vehicles smashed into them.

One of the officers that had thrown himself away from the smashed vehicles rolled over with gun in hand to see War standing above him. Before he could fire off a round War had torn the weapon out with his right hand and crushed the officer's pistol. After casually casting off the useless weapon he picked the officer up by his collar.

"Tell me where I am, Officer Katasi." War said as he read the officer's name.

Katasi to his credit did not waver as the seven foot tall warrior hoisted him off the ground and brought him close to his face.

"Tokyo, Japan."

"Impossible. It was ransacked by demons." War returned in Japanese.

Before War could question the officer further he sensed movement behind them as the officers from the other side of the barricade advanced forward.

"Your firearms are ineffective as are the rest of your weapons. If you wish to hold onto your lives you will answer my questions. Then when I am satisfied I will leave you." War said in accent-less Japanese.

The officers didn't reply as they charged forward replacing their pistols for batons. They came at him from all sides but they didn't understand how outclassed they were.

Without dropping Katasi he "lightly" swept aside the first officer that rushed him before grabbing the second that had charged him from the front and then tossed him at a third one behind him.

Two others were swept aside by his massive gauntlet and six others were battered aside by kicks. Two officers screamed in pain as he crushed ones arm and bent another's leg at an awkward angle.

With one hand and his two legs alone he took down a force of twenty men. At some point one of the officers had the sense to call for back up as already War could hear more sirens as more approached.

Officer Katasi had tried to free himself from War's grip, but found it impossible to do so. Now however, War's attention was upon him once more.

"Again where am I?" War asked.

"Tokyo, Central Shopping area. If you put me down I'm sure we could talk this over." Katasi replied. He was trying to get this crazy giant to calm down and hopefully give enough time for others to get here to help his fellow officers.

"What is the year by your calendar?"

"June 18, 2014."

War was silent as he contemplated this. When he had landed it had been in the year 2007 by the human calendar.

The Earth should have been caught between the battles between Heaven and Hell unable to fight back against the forces that rallied against it.

"There have been no angels or demons that have assaulted the Earth?"

"We've had problems dealing mutants and aliens, but never have we had to deal with them…" Katashi said clearly perplexed at what War was asking.

"Who are you? What are you?" Katasi asked in turn.

"I am a Nephilim. My name is War of the Four Horseman. I am The Red Rider."

"_I must leave here before my presence is known. I must find my brothers."_ War thought to himself. He cared not for mankind but he didn't care for the senseless slaughter that his presence would bring.

As War dropped him and turned to leave in a direction opposite of the sirens he was overcome by glowing light. Turning he saw that the worst possible outcome that could be had already come to pass. The angel grabbed War by his collar and used him as an impromptu battering ram as he went through one of the skyscrapers.

The onlookers that had watched War's fight with the officers from the safety of the windows shrieked in terror as they ran for their lives. Office cubicles and other parts of the building were torn asunder as they two towering goliaths began to wail on one another with their fists. War scored a lucky hit and they were separated as they crashed through the other side of the building onto the street below.

"So this is who the White City sends?" War asked he wiped away a drip of blood from his split lip.

"Know this creature who bares the form of man, I am Imperious the Archangel of Valor and today you have met your match."

"All have claimed so, but none have been able to fulfill their boasts. I am the horsemen War and both angel and demon know that I am not to be trifled with."

"I do not fear death." Imperious said hefting Solarion.

"It's not death you should fear." War said he drew his famed blade Chaoseater.

From far above a spectator got comfy to watch what was sure to be an epic battle.

* * *

><p>Thanks again everyone who has read and reviewed thus far. If you want to ask me a question go ahead and send a PM.<p>

Anyways if you were wondering the purpose of the chapter here it is. I wanted to focus on Rtas and Batman as they develop the dynamic of their relation to one another. Each is a very capable warrior in their own right, but Rtas has more experience in warfare than Batman. Rtas for example has fought against military competent foes rather than Batman (Terry), who has simply had to deal with street thugs. Thus Rtas more or less establishes himself as leader and Batman as a subordinate.

Also several of you may ask as to why Master Chief, Tech, and Rev didn't fight. Simply put Master Chief has been fighting since the beginning of Halo 4 and is experiencing severe fatigue. The battle with Diablo didn't help as he physically and mentally hurt him. Tech and Rev are not the types to abandon their allies, thus they stuck with the Chief. Korra was out cold so she doesn't count.

Now we have two "god class" contenders duking it out in Japan. At first I wanted to have this short little intro battle take place in America, but I wanted to establish that the "Event' was a global phenomenon. I also hope to use regular broadcast from their world so that you get an idea as to how the people are reacting to the EXDs. Some of it will be negative and some of it will be positive.

Also since this chapter was short I'll do a little teaser for the next bit.

* * *

><p>"Why are you here?" Fury asked.<p>

That was actually a question that the Master Chief could not answer. He didn't know why he was here or any of the others for that matter. It was as if they had all been selected. It sure as hell hadn't been random. Each of them had been pulled safely and successfully from…wherever they had been before. That was one question he had as of yet to ask himself. Once more though he said nothing.

"Alright then. Last question." Fury said he pulled out his pistol.

The Chief tensed his body but didn't move. He still didn't know if he could do anything even with Mjolnir.

"Is this the beginning of an invasion?" Fury's tone was dead serious.

It then occurred to the Master Chief that Fury honestly didn't know why he was here either. These people could have possibly had created a technology capable of pulling him out of his…home dimension. He had suspected it might have been a ploy to try and get him to reveal information about the UNSC.

"Is this the beginning of an invasion?" Fury leveled the pistol…at Rev. "I'm going to ask you one more time."

The Master Chief and Fury continued to stare one another down. Fury's hand did not waver as it was pointed at the unconscious Rev.

"Is this the beginning of an invasion?" Fury voice had dropped all polite curiosity as it took on a savage roar.

The Master Chief didn't respond.

Fury pulled the trigger.


	5. Chapter 5

Alright, sorry everyone for the long wait. I've been busy with college and application for graduate schools. Anyways I just want to say that I didn't abandon this piece of fiction. I have already planned out several more chapters that should come out in the following months.

I have to say given the past reviews I'm a bit surprised by everyone's reaction to Fury. I thought that his apprehension and interrogation were pretty understandable. Also, I would like to point out again that the characters of Alpha team, along with others, will not be on friendly relations with all of the Marvel characters.

Anyways onto the responses to reviews.

**Slayer 10321**: This is the Ultimate/Movie version of Nick Fury.

**JC:** Thanks for the correction. I'll be better about spotting it.

**General Slime: **Thanks for your very kind review. I hope it continues to keep you entertained.

**Elrobias:** Yes, yes I would.

**ZILLAFAN: **Need a bit more to go on.

**Guest (who commented on the Chief being afraid):** I never did say that the Chief was scared. He is simply fatigued from battle. I imagine his campaign on Requiem to be both physically and mentally taxing. Also, Diablo kind of did do a number on his body.

**Harbinger of Kaos:** It was definitely not his wisest move. Especially if he knew who the Chief was.

**Warrior-of-Darkness015:** Can you PM me a thorough description.

Also, I want everyone to give a shout out to mcknight93 who has helped me review this chapter and form a concrete plot. There are four open slots for character submissions.

Now. Onto the Story!

* * *

><p><strong>Ever wonder why we're here?<strong>

**Time 17:40**

**Location: Somewhere over the Atlantic Ocean.**

**Designation: Shipmaster and Detective**

Batman was lost in his own thoughts as the other bipedal occupant was content to keep itself quiet. For Batman this was just fine as he didn't want to talk or think. The past hour had been taxing and already he could feel the effects of adrenaline begin to taper off. He was trying to conceal it, but his muscles were already beginning to twitch.

He gave a deep sigh as he watched the three blips continued to stay in a tight formation, moving at a steady pace. He was slightly disturbed by how far these ships were going out to sea. This meant that they must have an offshore base somewhere. However, if this planet's geography was anything like his own then there were literally no islands out here. So where were they headed? If these craft followed the same designs that he had researched from within the Batmobile's own computers that means they would have to land at some point.

"They haven't changed their bearing or speed have they?" Rtas broke the silence.

"No, they haven't. I'm beginning to get worried." Batman responded.

"Worry solves nothing. It is only appropriate in situations where we do not control the outcome." Rtas said as he examined the three blips as if his gaze might reveal some secret. "Get us closer. In visual range."

"You sure that's a good idea?" Batman asked half sarcastically.

"To prove a hunch." Rtas responded.

Batman didn't say anything as he knew the value of hunches if they were proven correct.

He accelerated the Batmobile in compliance with Rtas' wishes and felt the G-Forces upon him increase.

Within minutes they came within sightline of the carriers and saw…nothing. The sky met the ocean with not even a cloud in sight.

"What?" Batman asked surprised. He accelerated the vehicle as Rtas continued to remain silent. Eventually Batman accelerated to the point where the blips were dead center upon his radar.

"We should be right on top of them." Batman said more to himself than Rtas.

Batman looked out the readout of his instruments before relaying his discoveries to Rtas.

"I'm picking up several heavily encrypted Wi-Fi signals, Radar Pulses, as well as massive thermal emissions.

"Back us up and gain altitude." Rtas commanded.

Batman looked over his shoulder at Rtas before complying.

As Batman eased up on the throttle and begin gaining altitude did he understand Rtas's hunch.

"No way." Batman said as Rtas responded with a slight hum as he confirmed his suspicion.

Before them stretched a jet runway that looked like it belonged on a Naval Super Carrier. The troop carriers were present as well as several jets were on the runway. Personnel of all sort covered the deck. If it wasn't for the Batmobile's cloak and other stealth features they would have been spotted.

"Can you hack into their network?" Rtas asked as he watched the humans go about their business.

"I can't do a remote Wi-Fi hack of their core systems, but I can pry some information from wireless PDA's." Batman responded as he began to look over the secure signal.

"Do it. Pull up a ships schematic if you can." Rtas said as he began to assess what they needed to pull off a successful mission.

"Running now. I'll let you know what I turn up momentarily."

Once more the cabin descended into silence as they waited for the Batmobile's computers to process the information.

"Alright, I was able to obtain a maintenance map of the…S.H.I.E.L.D. Helicarrier. Wow, these guys must have worked really hard to obtain that abbreviation." Batman said aloud.

"Off topic. Can you pinpoint the Bridge, Weapon Supply Depots, Security Control Room, Data Control Rooms, and the ship's brig?" Rtas grunted as he recalled all the important aspects of ships of both Covenant and UNSC make.

Humans foolishly like to give their bridge a view of space rather than deep within the bowels where it was protected by much of the ships armor. He had hoped that these humans would be very much the same.

Upon the two dimensional image it began to highlight the areas that Rtas had requested. As Rtas studied the layout of the ship he began to formulate a plot to rescue their comrades as well accomplish other very important secondary objectives.

"This place is built like a fortress." Batman commented.

"Yes, but no fortress is impregnable." Rtas said as he bent forward. "We'll start here." One of Rtas digits extended out to one of the highlighted areas.

"You can't be serious." Batman responded.

"Very." Rtas replied with a Sangheili grin.

**Time 17:40**

**Location: Japan**

**Designation: Imperius and War**

A concussion wave of tremendous force scattering cars and shattering windows of the nearby buildings. The epicenter was marked with a substantial crater with two parallel lines leading away from one another. One set of lines led to the boots of War and the other to that of Imperius. Both glared at the other before readying themselves for combat once more.

Imperius kept both hands on his weapon Solarion while War used his right hand to heft the infamous blade known as Chaos Eater. Their first few blows had cleared a ring about 15 meters in diameter preparing a suitable ring for the two combatants. They began to circle one another gauging the other while analyzing plans of attack and counter attack the entire time. Each had eons of battle under their belt long before man had even stood on two legs, and they both knew how vital planning was to winning.

War was the first to break the stalemate and charge forward. Imperius responded with a roar of fury and made his own charge. War extended his blade forward in a powerful harpoon tackle that he had used to smite so many demons before. Imperius was not to be brought low by such a simple move. From his early confrontation he could tell that his opponent was far heavier than him and probably far stronger too. So he did what he planned on such an occurrence. He stepped forward and pivoted on his right heel bringing the butt of the weapon to smash against War's head.

War likewise wasn't unprepared. With his large gauntleted hand he caught the weapon along the shaft. Twisting his blade parallel to the ground he used the muscles in his abdomen to spin his body with the intent of cutting the angel in half. Imperius reacted by jumping and flipping forward above War's head. Solarion caught War under the chin closing off his airway. Imperius had hoped to use War's heavy weight against him, but War had an answer for this as well. Shifting his center of body over his knees he was able to push up into the sky. They crashed back to the earth with Imperius underneath. War let go of Solarion and rolled away.

Using his lower body War rose to his feet with Chaos Eater already coming down for an overhead swing. Imperius however, had recovered far faster. With Solarion's length he lashed out at War's leg, but due to the rashness of his strike it was the shaft that caught the back of War's knee upsetting his balance. War pitched forwards but used Chaos Eater to steady himself. As War leaned back he felt the rush of air as Solarion occupied the space his skull once occupied.

Both War and Imperius pushed off with their feet and gained a safe distance from the other. They began to circle once more.

**Time 17:43**

**Location: SHIELD Hellicarrier **

**Designation: Master Chief and Rev**

The Master Chief was worn and weary from days of fighting on Requiem and with Diablo. He allowed himself to get some sleep when he had boarded SHIELD's troop carrier. It was unwise to be sure but he hadn't been this worn out since he had been a kid under Mendez tutelage.

It wasn't a pleasant rest to be sure but he needed it to be sharp. If his assumptions were correct… then he was sure that he would not be resting again anytime soon.

He had seen all of his…allies escorted out of their individual carriers so he at least had the comfort of knowing that they were all here together. All of them however were out cold. It wasn't long before they had later been separated into two groups. Korra and Tech were escorted in one direction and he and Rev were escorted another. From along the passage they had been escorted, he could tell that it was a detention block facility as he could see figures strung up by their hands through the windows in the doors. All of the prisoners were either out or were vainly struggling against their bonds.

The entire time though he had been memorizing the root that he had taken to get to the ship's brig. He was fully aware that Batman and Rtas may be trying to save them, but that wouldn't mean that the Master Chief wouldn't formulate their own plan for escape. The Master Chief shook his head to how unnatural the thought seemed to be.

"_These people are not UNSC marines or civilians. I have no reason to help them. I must protect the UNSC at all costs. All though if the situation presents itself they could be of use."_ The Spartan thought to himself.

When they were escorted to their cells the Master Chief had been slightly impressed. There were two circular devices each with four braces. The braces had been wrapped around his arms and legs. The guards had then called over the radio to active the ring which had then pulled to the edges of the ring suspending him while locking him in place. He had tested the restraints and only felt a little give otherwise they had been locked in place.

Aside from the two rings the room had been sparse of any form of decoration of creature comfort. There were two beds as well as a sink and toilet that were absent of any handles. There were two vents for AC, but they were too small for anyone to crawl through. The room had been thoroughly designed, but no prison was without its flaws.

He looked over at Rev who was still unconscious as his head drooped down. Perhaps it was better this way. The creature's rapid speaking had been an annoyance to be sure and he was absolutely positive that its talkative nature would yield no benefit.

All he had to do now was create a plan and wait for an opportunity to present itself.

Before the Spartan could begin formulating a strategy he was brought out of his musings as the door to their cell was opened. The Spartan counted five men that entered the room including a certain Director Fury.

Master Chief had hoped that since none of the detainees were being interrogated that the forces of SHIELD were still trying to contain the situation in the city. He had hoped that he would have more time to think.

"You know I have to say that I'm rather impressed with what you did in the city, aside from tearing apart a good chunk of it. That armor of yours is rather impressive. I would love to get a hold of it. We would have taken it off to assess your vitals but considering its housing a nuclear generator it's the only reason why you're still wearing your fancy space suit. Didn't want to accidentally set off a trap."

The Master Chief said nothing but continued to stare Fury down. Not that Fury could tell anyways due to the helmet.

"From the cameras that were out watching the street we were able to piece together your fight with the uh…Devil for lack of a better term. I must say that as a team leader you handled them very well. So can I ask you who are?"

"Master Chief Sierra-one-one-seven." The Spartan responded. It was a simple line that had been drilled by Mendez since his inception. It felt strange that this was the first time that he ever had to give it in a situation like this.

"I didn't hear a name." once more Fury's tone turned cool.

"Master Chief Sierra-one-one-seven."

"Okay there Sierra…where are your friends?"

The Master Chief remained silent as he stared Fury down.

"You know that your stay here can be easy or hard. So I'll ask you a few different questions as the first one may be too personal right now. Know this though, the two that fought alongside you are wanted. I not sure if you are a unit or just luckless strangers that just got thrust together, but heed my words. There are forces in my world that would want them and the technology they possess for their own nefarious purposes. Believe it or not we are the good guys. If you care at all about those two then you will tell me where they are so that I can help them." The man said as he put his hands behind his back.

As the Master Chief observed Fury he couldn't help but notice the pistol at Fury's side. The man was careful, maybe even paranoid. He also had to give the man credit for his silver tongue. It was a very convincing speech. Still though he remained staunchly silent. Batman and Rtas were still out there and if he trusted the Arbiter's word…then Rtas would not keep him waiting long. This still didn't sit as well with the Chief as he was putting his life in the hands of a race that only a short time ago had been bent on killing them. It was time to see how close of a bond he had forged with Rtas.

"Where are you from?"

Silence.

"How did you meet your…allies?"

The SHIELD Operatives began to stir as they were restless from standing still so long.

"Why were you fighting that creature?"

The air was beginning to get stale.

Master Chief was almost beginning to wish that Rev was awake again as the rapid speaking bird would probably drive them away with his yammering.

"Are there more of you?"

Chief's body tensed momentarily at the thought of his family…that was now gone. The pain rose up but he had enough will to force it down and bottle it. It would serve him no good. He needed to be sharp and focused if he wished to protect humanity. His humanity.

Fury's eyebrow rose as he saw the soldier clench then unclench his hands. Apparently he had hit a nerve. Fury would catalogue that for when a more thorough investigation could be conducted.

"Why are you here?"

That was actually a question that he could not answer. He didn't know why he was here or any of the others for that matter. It was as if they had all been selected. It sure as hell hadn't been random. Each of them had been pulled safely and successfully from…wherever they had been before. That was one question he had as of yet to ask himself. Once more though he said nothing.

"Alright then. Last question." Fury said he pulled out his pistol.

The Chief tensed his body for action. He still didn't know if he could do anything even with Mjolnir.

"Is this the beginning of an invasion?" Fury's tone was dead serious.

It then occurred to the Master Chief that Fury honestly didn't know why he was here either. These people could have possibly had created a technology capable of pulling him out of his…home dimension. He had suspected it might have been a ploy to try and get him to reveal information about the UNSC.

"Is this the beginning of an invasion?" Fury leveled the pistol…at Rev. "I'm going to ask you one more time."

The Master Chief and Fury continued to stare one another down. Fury's hand did not waver as it was pointed at the unconscious Rev.

"Is this the beginning of an invasion?" Fury voice had dropped all polite curiosity as it took on a savage roar.

The Master Chief didn't respond.

Fury pulled the trigger.

The Master Chief's heart leapt in his as he saw the trigger being pulled. He wanted to move, had to move, but he could not. The scenes of his Spartans dying played across his vision. When came back out of it he realized that only a few seconds had passed but he had been holding his breath. He slowly let it out so that none of them could see.

"You know, I'm starting to wonder if there is even a man under that suit of yours. You act more machine than human."

Fury looked the Chief once over before he glanced at Rev.

"Have Maxwell get down here. Maybe he can get the bird to sing." Fury said a loud to no one in particular as he turned to leave.

Chief only glanced for a moment at Rev and his unconscious form. The bird had no idea how close it had come to death. As he continued to stare he realized that it had been Rev that had united them, not him. It had not been the savior of humanity who had rallied them together, but someone who saw the strength of a team. Something he had apparently forgotten. He had kept to his instructions and had not said a word. He lowered his head and simply stared at nothing all the while Cortana's question played in his head.

"_Before this is all over…Promise me you'll figure out which one of us is the machine."_

He now knew that he had Cortana's answer.

**Time 17:50**

**Location: Japan**

**Designation: The Prototype, aka Zeus, aka Alex Mercer**

Alex Mercer laid on horizontally on the upper most building peering down at the two giants beneath him duke it out. From such a distance the two figures appeared no larger than ants to a human, but Mercer was not human. He could be best described as a conscious virus.

It had been the unintended side effect of his insurance policy should his employers ever come after him. To make a long story short he became what he was now at the cost of countless lives of New Yorkers.

When the portal had taken him he was surprised to land in Japan and of all places and was even further surprised that the Blacklight virus that he had unleashed had never been harmed this world's New York. That meant one thing to Mercer. He was on a parallel Earth, but that didn't mean that the virus didn't exist here. However, before he could contemplate further he was drawn toward the sounds of battle by these two. Normally he wouldn't mind taking part in a battle but, he was content to watch these two uncategorized species duke it out in the most primal of manners. All the while he wondered what their genetic code was like, what spurned their evolution, and if their genetic code could be assimilated.

He watched in fascination as the two traded blow for blow and refused to back down. He was so lost in his own thoughts that he didn't notice the strange fellow that had snuck up to him.

"It's such a primal thing isn't it? Watching two contestants violently maim and maul one another. We can't stand ties or withdrawals. There has to be a winner and a loser." A British accented voice said beside Alex.

Mercer responded by leaping up. Black and red flesh grew replacing the false image of clothes and human skin. From his fingertips sprouted steel crushing razor sharp claws. Mercer was far beyond any human limitation and his movements were faster than any man could perceive. However, when his claws went for their intended target it hit nothing but air. Through pheromones in the air he was quickly able to relocate his adversary.

Across from him stood a man wearing the gaudiest apparel that he had ever seen. The man wore a large top hat, a blazer circus jacket, black pants, and a purple smiling drama mask. The worst thing about his entire attire was that it was all purple. A waist high cane was held in his right hand.

Mercer had consumed many military personnel in his time in New York so he was able to access their analytical minds rapidly and make precise conclusions about enemy threats. Aside from the eye sore he had to look at the most dangerous thing about his opponent was the cane he held. It didn't look like much as it was a long black wooden cane that ended in a translucent crystal. Already his multiple minds were breaking down the possibility of a hidden blade and the counter attacks he could make. The man wasn't much of a threat, but what peaked his interest was that the man was able to dodge him. No human could do that…so what did that make him?

"How rude of me." The man said as he brought his hand up to mask the smile. "I have not introduced myself. I am known as the Apocryphal Man the Ringleader of the Circus of Corpses. However, I am also known as Molech to others." The man said as he bowed forward.

Mercer's mind processed the words of the man as he spoke. He had consumed a wide variety of scholars and preachers. Apocryphal meant questionable testimony and or lacking in authority. Molech had been a referenced in biblical texts as being an idol god that was often serviced by his followers in the form of child sacrifice.

"Alex." Mercer replied coldly as he continued to evaluate the strange being before him.

Whether the individual showed any signs of indignation at Mercer's coldness was well hidden.

"I must say that you a rather interesting specimen. You like me bare the form of man…but are not. You appear to be made up of tiny cells more akin to that of a virus. You are a gestalt virus. Quite fascinating." Moloch said leaning forward on his cane as if to peer at him more intensely.

Mercer blinked. No one could perceive that from the naked eye. From pheromones he had detected the smell of necrosis and from his thermal vision he discovered that the man was colder than the environment around him. The questions only continued to mount.

Mercer, however, had a very easy way of obtaining answers. He leapt forward sure in the fact that this time his blows would hit. The man moved with a singular purpose and avoided every strike from Mercer by using small steps to turn his body out of harm's way and only bent as need be.

Mercer had to admit that he was impressed. No one had been able to dodge his animalistic strikes at the speeds he moved at. It was now time to bring some of the bigger guns into play.

**June 18, 2014**

**Time 17:55**

**Location: Japan**

**Designation: Imperius and War**

Imperius sank to the left before rising to the right to avoid the front and rear halves of a taxi respectively. Imperius and War's battle had escalated quickly resulting into unprecedented destruction. Whole cars and sometimes pieces of cars hung precariously from buildings. Fires raged along the street unabated as the police force cordoned off a nine block area preventing even the firefighters from entering. The entire street had been turned into a muddy canal.

War took note of all his abilities as he strategized what his next attack might be. Angels had always been annoying to deal with, but that was because half the time the damn bastards were always in the air. However, since his travels in the fallen remains of the Kingdom of Man he had acquired new abilities that granted him different opportunities to attack. He smirked as he came up with a plan.

Imperius dodged as fast as he could as War didn't give him a chance to orient himself so that he could unleash a blast of heavenly energies from Solarion. His opponent's tactics didn't seem like anything beyond an animalistic need to attack. Of course however his opponent had surprised him before so it wouldn't do well to underestimate him. Imperius didn't know how right he was.

As he dodged another flying car he had to somersault backwards to dodge an orange blast of energy. When he reoriented himself he saw War issue a blue blast on the ground opening a wide portal. War jumped into it and disappeared.

_"What the…?"_

A shadow passed over him. Imperius only had a second to look up before he was struck by War's oversized fist. War continued to deliver blow after blow until they had crashed into the muddy ground. War was the first to rise he drew Chaoseater from his back ready to deliver the final blow. Imperius wasn't about to be done so soon. Faster than War could react Imperius had struck War in the groin, hard. War went cross-eyed. Imperius rose to his feet, the mud falling off him as he began to rain blow after blow on War.

War stumbled back blood pouring from several slight lacerations. War wasn't the only one suffering though as Imperius's crushed armor leaked glowing blood. Neither however seemed done. This was just a moment for each fight to get a breather.

The breather was short lived. War charged forward again brandishing his sword in front of him. Imperius stepped forward intercepting Chaos Eater before War could swing with any momentum. With a flick of his wrist War disengaged the two weapons. Imperius did a small step back before thrusting forward with his spear to pierce just below War's ribs. War's massive blade came down completing the motion of his rotating wrist and pushing Solarion away along its bladed edge. War stepped forward in the same motion letting Solarion pass beneath his armpit. War caught the shaft of Solarion under his armpit and his massive left hand. Before War could bring his sword around Imperius had stepped forward placing his palm upon the pommel.

Their deadlock brought them within inches of each other. War's face was locked in a feral grin as he stared into Imperius's featureless helm believing that the angel had the same contorted face as he did in their battle of brawn. He would be wrong. Imperius was smirking. The first indication of Imperius's plot was when War's feet left the ground.

Imperius launched into the air bringing War along for the ride. The building that Imperius chose to ram War into was already on its last legs. The two of them crashing them into it was the last straw. The building began to quake at its base before crumbling inward. Imperius then shifted his grip and flew upwards in a falling building. War tried to orient himself but before he could the next floor crashed against his skull. It wouldn't be until fifty floors later that they would exit.

Once up in the air Imperius kicked War in the groin, again. Cheap bastard. War lost his grip and fell to the earth. Imperius watched from on high as the dust cloud from War's crater.

Moments passed and Imperius observed no movement. He allowed his arms to sag into a more relaxed position as he believed the fight to be over. Dust parted and a large gas tanker hurtled toward him.

"A weak distraction." Imperius barked furious at his opponent's inability to do anything but toss random vehicles at him.

Imperius made the slightest movement in utter contempt of War's might. This was his undoing. Imperius could chide War's fruitless aim as behind the tanker came a four bladed oversized flaming shuriken whizzed past him and struck the tanker.

There was a flash of fire and a concussive wave struck him. He tumbled head over heel through a building tearing apart cubicles. He barreled into the building's chief executive office splintering the desk before landing on the fine leather chair. The chair held for but a moment before it let out a low groan. Imperious fell backwards and stared upwards at the ceiling still processing what had happened.

War snatched the cross blade from the air as he backed up to another tanker. He ended the spell dismissing the flames that had covered the cross blade. Uttering another spell he summoned the Tremor Gauntlet. It was a gauntlet that was roughly the same size as his left gauntlet but rather than being inscribed with the runes of the Nephilim it was carved with a face of a grinning demon. The gauntlet served to enhance his already herculean strength and it was why he was able to toss the first tanker as high as he did.

Taking a wide grip on the new tanker he looked up for the angel to appear. The angel had made one impressive hole when it had collided with the building, but he very much doubted that it had been taken out for good. As much as he hated to admit it, this angel could actually fight. However, he would still be the one that would be victorious.

"Come on where are you?" War asked he scanned the skies.

From the very same hole that he had made the angel appeared.

"You make this to easy." War yelled as he tossed the 35-ton tanker at Imperius, repeating the same tactic as before.

As the tanker sailed through the air War noticed as the tankers speed slowed and the Crossblade sailed past both targets. But the tanker didn't stop as it came close enough for Imperius to touch and then changed direction. It was then that Imperius's power dawned on War.

"Telekinesis. You cheap son of a…" War never finished his sentence as he turned around and bolted for the nearest shelter. The tanker crashed into the ground behind War like a thirty five ton missile would, but it was the fiery blast from Solarion that set off the gas within the tanker. War leapt and the shockwave propelled him forward.

Imperius had had enough. This battle ended now. Leveling Solarion he fired its heavenly energies in a circle from left to right. The fine-tuned laser level like accuracy of Solarion split apart materials at the molecular level. Extending his arms he made it easier to manifest his power to the remaining buildings. There would be no escape from this disaster.

War stalked out of his blasted shelter with the mother of all migraines to see Imperius with his arms outstretched and drawing inwards. As a shadow passed over him War peered upwards to see the top halves of buildings crumbling inwards like a folding hand. War didn't think as he ran. Chairs, vases, computers, shattered glass, and other miscellaneous materials rained down as gravity exerted its irrefutable will. There was a loud crunch and all was dark and silent like the grave.

Imperius breathed heavily as he was strained by the taxation of power. He lowered himself onto the ruins of destruction caused by his own hand. Once more Imperius allowed his body to relax. Once more it was too soon. Tiny chunks of debris began to rattle before Imperius as metal and concrete was being pushed aside from beneath.

Fire and smoke heralded its coming. From the ashes and ruin its burning body rose. Stunted burning wings extended outward while great horns curved forward. With one hand it lifted itself up and in the other it drew a long burning sword. It swung its head from side to side before it found him. Imperius rose once more but not without effort. He locked eyes with the creature and then its fire faded. Its form began to shrink until it was War that stood before him looking as bad as he felt.

In an undeclared act for respite both collapsed to their knees with their eyes never leaving that of their enemies. The fight for the moment had ended.

**Time 18:00**

**Location: Japan**

**Designation: Mercer and Moloch**

Nothing among the devastation wrought from the Angel's and Nephilim's battle could have survived. Nothing human at least.

With a heave Mercer pushed aside some of the rubble that had collapsed on top of him. Mercer had taken worse hits and come back, but that didn't mean he liked taking them. Especially if it meant the loss of biomass…specifically an arm in this case.

The scent of decaying flesh caught his attention. His adversary leaned on his cane as one leg had been mangled to the point of being unusable.

"I really liked this leg, its tap dancing skills were impeccable." Molech said.

Mercer just stared in confusion as the Molech waved his hands and portal appeared beside him. Out from it came another leg already in the process of decay. Molech took his damaged leg and ripped it off.

What struck Mercer was that there was no cry of pain and there was no blood. This creature, this Molech, was not human.

Lining up the new leg Molech waved his hands and a dark purplish energy wreathed around the leg like a snake. When the energy faded the new leg was attached and looked as if it had belong there since the beginning.

"What are you?" Mercer asked.

"A better question would be what is that?" Molech said as he pointed in the sky.

Following Molech's gaze Mercer saw a flash of green.

In that flash Imperius, War, Mercer, and Molech all disappeared from the face of the Earth.

That's the end of this chapter.

* * *

><p>Please leave a review.<p>

Once more if you can think of a pre-existing character or have an OC you like to submit please do so.

2 good 2 kill signing off.


	6. Breakout Part I

Dear readers I just want to say thanks again for you reviews. I'm going to be busy next week, so I thought I would get a short chapter up. Anyways on to the reviews.

**Harbinger Of Kaos: **I'll be messaging you soon.

**Dracconnis: **A few people might die.

**ZILLAFAN:** Not sure if troll or…

**TheEliteDucky:** Thanks, I hope to.

**The rakiat: **I understand man. Thanks for the submission, I'll get back to you soon on that.

**nightmaster000:** There will be some new faces appearing…soon.

Also another shout out to mcnkight for reviewing this chapter.

Disclaimer: I own none of the universes or the characters currently in use. I own nothing. Otherwise I would totally make this crossover main stream.

* * *

><p><strong>Breakout Part I<strong>

**Time 18:05**

**Location: SHIELD Hellicarrier**

**Designation: Master Chief and Rev**

Rev awoke to a dull pounding ache in his head. His vision and the rest of his senses slowly came back to as he roadrunner lifted his head confused as to where he was. He groaned a little as he attempted moving his joints. When he felt resistance his mind was brought to clarity at his current predicament. Rev tested his restraints once more before the collar on his neck sent a painful electric current through him. He groaned again before raising his head to look at the Master Chief.

"Did I miss anything?" Rev asked. His voice was a bit slower than normal, for him.

"No." the Master Chief said simply as he stared down at the ground.

"Good, I didn't want to miss anything important."

The door to their cell opened a second time and a man came in with dolly of tools and various pieces of medical equipment. This must have been Maxwell the Chief summarized. The man's skin was pasty white and his dark suit only made him look translucent. His hair was greying, but the man's sharp dark eyes told the Master Chief that he was a professional. The problem was the Master Chief was one too.

"I-didn't-know-it-was-time-for-our-checkup! I-have-to-say-I-really-didn't-expect-any-form-of-medical-care-for-those-that-worked-so-hard-to-put-down-Diablo. Could-we-please-avoid-needles-I-had-a-doctor-when-I-was-a-wee-wee-little-chickling-that-had-a-combination-of-coordination-imparement-and-OCD. It's-not-fun-when-you-get-stabbed-a-lot."

What followed was immediate dead silence. The Master Chief was then beginning to reassess his earlier notions of Rev staying silent.

"What's-the-matter-you-look-like-the-cat-that-got-eaten-by-the-canary." Rev said rapidly as he began to get his strength back.

"My nameis Maxwell and I will be your interrogator. As your friend over there refused to yield any clues I must persuaded the truth from you." Maxwell said as he snapped a rubber glove onto his wrist.

For any sane person it would have meant that what would come next would be excruciating. However, Rev was not a part of the Loonatics squad because he was sane or even rational.

"Is-black-Odin-still-going-on-about-two-other-missing-people? How-can-we-tell-him-the-truth-when-everything-he-believes-we-say-is-a-lie?"

"That is why I am here." Maxwell said as he inserted his other hand into a glove.

"Did he really just call Fury black Odin?" one guard whispered to another.

"Well do you see any Frost Giants?"

"Point taken."

The Master Chief ears were able to pick up the guards' conversation and perhaps Rev being awake was a good thing. It distracted everyone in the room from him.

"We want the truth." Maxwell said to Rev.

"You-can't-handle-the-truth! Oh-you-have-no-idea-how-long-I've-waited-to-use-that-line."

One of the guards snorted in amusement which then earned a glare from Maxwell.

"We will know everything there is about you."

"Well-why-didn't-you-ask-me-in-the-first-place? It-all-started-…"

**Time 18:20**

**Location: Hellicarrier SHIELD**

**Designation: Shipmaster and Detective**

Both Batman and Rtas had boarded the ship by its flight deck. As soon as their boots had hit the ground Batman had the ship remain cloaked and follow the ship at a safe distance.

From there they had proceeded inside by following the flight crew before breaking off in search of Rtas's primary plan to release their allies. From there they had used the schematic that Batman had obtained to use service access tunnels throughout the ship to further remain undetected as well as in addition to their own cloak.

Batman still couldn't believe where Rtas wished to strike first. It was high-risk high-reward to be sure. Still it made sense to a degree but wouldn't it be the most heavily guarded area of the ship? Even then if they did make pass security they would still have to make it into the room.

He paused as he saw Rtas's silhouette stop. Rtas took a position along the wall and Batman mirrored his movements. From around the corner came a contingent of four guards. Batman held his breath as they passed. This was the third patrol that they had encountered in five minutes. Obviously the guy with the eye-patch was treating the situation with utmost Batman-like paranoia.

"They're stepping up their patrols. Do you think they noticed us when we boarded?" Batman whispered.

"Unlikely. We wouldn't have gotten this far if they had. No, it is more likely that this Director is acting with utmost caution as he believes that he may be attacked at any time. A wise human indeed." Rtas said as he stalked forward.

Batman checked their rear before following after. He had to admit that he was a bit jealous of Rtas's stealth skills. He sounded as loud as fire alarm in comparison. Perhaps that was why Rtas had such faith in that his plan would work, simply because he was that good. He had to wonder what kind of training the large alien had received to be this stealthy.

After a few more twist and turns they found themselves in front of the Hellicarrier's Security Room as well as one of its primary armories. Separating them from their intended destination were four heavily armed soldiers with two fully automated six barreled machine guns. Between the corridor and the length of the hall was nothing but empty air and Batman was willing to bet those soldiers would fire upon the slightest shimmer.

"I expected more." Rtas grunted.

"You expect us to get past that?"

"I'll handle the turrets and you can handle the guards." Rtas said.

The soldiers stood with their weapons crossed over them. They were some of the best of SHIELD's security forces. Only a few were in charge of protecting SHIELD Hellicarriers and fewer still stood guard to important areas of the ship. They also had some of the best technology that SHIELD could allow to be held by certain personnel. They were good, but they were not prepared for everything.

From around the corner a marble rolled up to them. They hadn't noticed it as it had likewise been cloaked. It wasn't until one the soldiers felt the marble hit his foot and look down was it then noticed.

In an explosion of light and gas the soldiers were blinded and the sensors aboard the turrets were temporarily disabled. Through the smoke two figures came. The largest ignited a double sided glowing blue blade. With fluidity and precision the sword wielder disabled both turrets by slicing the turrets into pieces.

The smaller of the two went for the still stunned troops. Batman hit the first one with a precise strike to carotid artery. Already knowing that his first opponent was disabled he dispatched the second with one kick to the midriff and round house kick to the head to finished him off. The third was already beginning to raise his weapon but Batman put a stopped to that by ripping the weapon out his hands and delivering a punch to the neck with his right hand and a left elbow smash put him down. The fourth already had his weapon level and was beginning to take aim at Rtas. Reaching forward with his left arm Batman grabbed the barrel and forced it to the side putting the soldiers firing arm at an awkward angle. With his right hand he grabbed the butt of the rifle and smashed it across his face. As the soldier reeled backward Batman used the butt of the rifle to strike the soldier on top of the skull. By the time the first had hit ground he put them all out of commission.

Rtas moved forward rummaging through the soldiers pockets before finding what he wanted. The security rooms activation key. Rtas silently signaled for Batman to move up. They took position opposite one another on the counted down with his four digit hand and Batman prepped his smoke pellets. Rtas flashed the card to the scanner and the door opened allowing Batman to toss the pellet inside. Batman closed the door rapidly again and gave it five seconds before Rtas swiped the card again and they went in.

There were three men in total. All of them were grabbing their throat as they coughed violently. Batman was in first. With simple punches he was able to put two of the men down. Rtas advanced on the third. With one hand he grabbed the man by the throat and hoisted him up in the air ready to impale him on his blade.

"No don't!" Batman yelled as he grabbed Rtas's wrist.

Once more Batman understood how big Rtas was as his hand didn't fully wrap around Rtas's wrist.

"Why?" Rtas asked as the man he held continued to struggle in vain.

Batman watched as the man's eyes began to roll back in his head while his mind was trying to come up with an answer. Rtas continued to stare Batman down expecting a response as he continued to strangle the man single handedly.

"When Fury and his team came for us they could have killed us. They didn't. Right now they are scared of we kill them then we give them a reason to fear us. After that, they will try to kill us. If we spare them, we can show that we simply want our people back." Batman then pointed at dying man in Rtas' grasp. "He's just a soldier following orders."

"Much evil has been done for soldiers following orders." Rtas said his eyes glossing over as his stare was directed back to a memory.

Batman was about ready to physically fight Rtas when Rtas slackened his grip and the man fell to his knees grasping for breath.

"I thought you were going to kill him." Batman said as he released Rtas wrist.

Before Batman could react Rtas had picked up the man still gasping for breath and plunged his face into a computer before tossing him aside.

Batman went to the man's side to feel for a pulse and was relieved when he had found it.

"He'll live. Now back to the mission at hand." Rtas said unsympathetically.

Batman checked the man over once more to be sure that the man wouldn't bleed out before he took a position next to Rtas. Rtas and Batman shared a moment of confusion as they both stared at outdated technology.

"I got this." Batman said as he found several ports that were compatible with a few of his suits imports.

Plugging into one of the ports he let the bat-suits advanced software bypass SHIELD security and conform an understandable user interface. Batman successfully manipulated the monitor to provide a more detailed schematic of the ship as well as cameras highlighting certain areas.

"You know you only told me where we were going first you never told me why or how this would contribute to saving our friends. Frankly I would like to know what your plan is."

"Our first order of business was to get ahold of their eyes and ears. From there we were either to disable it or assume control. Fortunately we were also able to gain control over one of their armories. Now that we have a hold of their system we can have greater intelligence as to the location of our allies and the measures in place that they have to detain and prevent detainee escapes." Rtas said as he motioned for Batman to bring the video feeds showing their friends as well as others strung up by a glowing ring.

"Alright, lets deactivate the cameras in that area and spring them loose." Batman said.

"No. You and I have different objectives." Rtas said as he turned away from the computer console to access the armory.

Batman turned back to speak with Rtas but already saw him rummaging amongst crates trying but unsuccessfully finding what he sought.

"Are you not here to rescue your friend? The green one…the Master Chief?" Batman asked his voice taking an accusing tone.

"That is not what I said. Let me ask you a question now. What would you do after you have sprung them free?"

"I would start by finding some way off this scrap heap. Maybe use some of their troop carriers!" Batman said with clenched fists at their lack of action.

"Then what of their defenses? You would probably be shot out of the sky before you even got a dozen meters away. What of our predicament? Where are we and who are we dealing with? My secondary objectives may not sound all that important in the short run but it will be undeniably useful in the long run."

"Secondary objectives?" Batman asked once more seeing the wisdom in Rtas's words, even if he didn't particularly care for them.

"You will be planting charges at their gun batteries**.** You will also knock out their communication devices and will be hacking into their network. Download as much information that you can. We have to know who we are dealing with." Rtas said as he began extracting several different charges.

"Why am I stuck with these secondary objectives? I don't even know how to arm these bombs or where to hack to gain all that information. Besides where will you be?"

"I will be rescuing our allies from their incarceration and in so doing gain the attention of their entire armed forces. This will make your job that much easier as they will be too focused upon us to notice you. For the explosives you have your own armed detonators that I am sure can be used to set off these larger charges. As for the information you can see where the ship hosts its servers on this new detailed map of the ship." Rtas said as he began to roll charges together with military grade tape.

"Sounds like you've done all of this before." Batman said rather annoyed.

"I know how to wage war and win battles." Rtas replied as he handed off the collected charges.

Rtas was about to move away when he gave a grunt of pain. From the hand that had touched his sides he saw that it was painted in his own purple blood. It was then that he realized that the piece of ice had torn into him had done more damage than he had expected.

"Are you sure that you will be able to do this?" Batman asked his voice switching back to concern.

_"This guy…this alien has been able to hold his own with Diablo, proved that moving a silently as shadow is actually a thing, and is still able to fight. Does he eat demons for breakfast?"_

"I have suffered worse." Rtas retorted.

They both exited out into the previous hall and were sure to drag the unconscious bodies back into the Security Room.

"Best of luck." Batman said to Rtas as he turned away from him.

"Don't get caught." Rtas responded.

* * *

><p>Thanks again guys. Leave a review if you like.<p>

By the way, submissions for characters will no longer be accepted.

2 good 2 kill signing off.


	7. Breakout Part II

Hey there everyone! Two good two kill here with another chapter for New Horizons. Since the last two chapters were a little short I thought I might go for a bit longer one. Please leave a review. Now onto what you came here for.

* * *

><p><strong>Breakout Part II<strong>

**Time 18:30**

**Location: Hellicarrier SHIELD**

**Designation: Commander and Templar**

The mother of all migraines woke Palmer from her unconsciousness. She let out a groan as she began to open her eyes. Her vision was blurry at first before she shook her head to clear it. When she came to she could not understand where she was.

She was bound to a humming ring by bands on her arms and legs. She was able to easilydetermine that she had been captured and was currently being held captive. The question however was how? She had been aboard the UNSC Infinity overseeing the Spartans in the War Games before she had been…

It was then that Palmer recalled that all she remembered was a bright light, her falling**,** and then she crashed through something then…nothing.

"_The Infinity must have been attacked and I blacked out when we were hit."_ Palmer thought as she began to test movement in the rest of her body.

Thankfully she could feel movement all the way to her fingers and toes. One other thing that she was grateful for was that none of her movement was impaired meaning that she hadn't suffered nerve damage. Her armor was another blessing as the diagnostic she was receiving from her neural implant said that her armor was likewise fully operational.

She believed that by the décor that it must be Insurrectionists, but the only problem with that theory was that they just didn't have that kind of firepower for a straight up fight. They possibly could have snuck spies onto the ship, but that was just as equally unlikely given how through the screening process had been. There was the possibility however that there was a another alien faction.

Another groan in the room let her know that she wasn't alone. Turning her head she saw that another creature had been strung up the same way she had. At first she thought it had been a Covenant Elite but the more she examined the more she realized that it was a different creature all together.

The creature's skin was a combination of blue gray scales. Its head was adorned with ridges of bone that stretched to the back of its head. Interwoven braids of sliver black hair ran from where the ridges of bone ended to about its chest. What interested her the most about its head was that samurai topknot style of hair. The legs were similar to that of an Elite in that they were inverted. The hands were similar to the Elites in being claw-like but lack the second thumb that the Elites had. Its material accessories ranged from simple to awe inspiring in scope. A royal purple cloth covered most of its body with golden armor highlighted with gold. This armor however didn't cover much of the body and seemed to leave the creature greatly exposed.

For a short time she couldn't decide if it was its own species or perhaps some sort of genetic offshoot of the Elites that was revered more so as a priest than a warrior. She cataloged the information for later as escaping and figuring out where she was at was of greater importance.

She was beginning to test the strength of her shackles when the shooting started. In the small confines she was in combined with the sheer volume of the guns being fired was deafening. From the sound of the fire it was one hell of a firefight. Palmer paid attention to the noise as she tried to decipher who was fighting and which way the battle was progressing. The sound of the fire was purely ballistics. Hopefully it meant that the UNSC had sent in a rescue party.

As abruptly as the fire started it ceased. Palmer went back to fighting her restraints as she might actually have to save herself. Besides she was the Commander of the Spartan Fours. How would it look if she had to be saved by regular marines? She was beginning to get some distance between her right arm and the ring when she heard a noise just as familiar to her as the sound of guns. It was the sound of a very pissed off Elite. The sound of gunfire resumed but was joined with the chorus of screaming men.

Palmer fought harder against the restraint on her right arm and the further she got it away from the ring the more its power weakened. She had to break free and arm herself. With humans it could be a known quantity but with the hinge heads it was up in the air if they would aid the UNSC or not. There was one loud crack of a body hitting the door before all sounds of combat died. Palmer did not stop struggling as she could already guess who had won.

She had almost earnedthe freedom of one arm when the door opened and strode through a single Elite. Palmer stopped to stare at the white armored Elite as it took stock of the occupants within the room before taking a casual stride to her. It was missing at least two of its mandibles and seemed oddly familiar. It was then that she realized that the Elite was Rtas Vadum. The Elite Special Operations Commander that had led to the deaths of thousands if not millions of humans and was responsible for the glassing of half a continent on _Earth_ of all planets.

"_So this how it ends? Bound and tied so that the enemy can kill me at his leisure?"_ Palmer thought to herself as glared at the Elite through her helmet.

The Elite extended his hand to her and drew her hand in his. Raising her arm to a key card he pressed her shackle to it and with a pop and a hiss her shackles fell off her. Palmer was surprised at first but her training took over and she acted.

Rtas was about to speak when the Spartan he freed stepped forward and bent his right hand to an awkward angle while grabbing his sword and placing it at angle on his chest. If the blade was ignited it would pierce both of his hearts.

"You should be careful when holding that. You might hurt yourself." Rtas growled to the Spartan holding his sword as he devised a means of turning the tables.

"Why are you here?" was the low growl that came from his fully armored adversary.

It was then that Rtas realized that it was a human female that held him. He didn't reply immediately as he twisted his arm free before using his left to twist his sword away from him and onto her. He wasn't finished as he used free right arm to grab the Spartan and judo throw her onto the ground. He finished his move by pushing his sword against the Spartan's neck while straddling the Spartan so she couldn't regain any momentum and turn the tables on him.

"I am here to save the Spartan known as the Master Chief. He has been taken captive as well as our other comrades. If you continue to be a hindrance to that mission I will personally remove you. Understood?"

"The Master Chief is here?" Palmer asked in return as she was once again surprised that Rtas was here to save a Spartan. The Master Chief at that.

"Yes." Rtas responded.

A moment of silence passed and neither made a move. Rtas hated the fact that he couldn't see the eyes of the human and gain some clue as to her motives.

"Where is he?" was her reply.

"The Spartan is in one of the cells." Rtas said. "I'm going to let you go and get up." His tone was level but its bite implied the threat that if she turned on him then he would turn on her.

Rtas released her and backed up as Palmer came to her feet. They each stared one another down a moment longer before Rtas moved toward the other prisoner who was now conscious. His green eyes stared both of them down. Rtas looked at the other prisoner then at the key card as did Palmer. Three alien eyes looked at one another, a pair of reptilian, and the other human. They came to an agreement. Rtas moved forward with the keycard and pressed it against the unknown's bonds.

The figure rose up. Its impressive height was equal to that of Rtas and stared him in the eyes.

"What's your name…warrior?" Rtas asked as he observed the little nuances of the creature and came to the conclusion that it was highly disciplined.

"And what are you for that matter?" Palmer asked as she took a position next to the door to peak out.

"My name is Zeratul a Dark Prelate." Zeratul said to the former in a respectful tone as he noticed that the creature across himself possessed a certain sense of honor. "I am a Protoss." He said to the second in a neutral tone.

Palmer bent down to one of the guards and policed his weapons. She paused as she examined her arsenal noting how ancient the weapons looked. They looked like the great, great, great granddaddies of all modern UNSC weapons. Upon further inspection even the uniforms worn by the unconscious soldiers seemed to be outdated. The assault rifles had a short barrel with an under grip attachment. Upon examining one of the weapons she discovered that ejecting the magazine was similar to UNSC weapons. Weighing the magazine in one hand she guessed that the clip held a total of thirty rounds, but only twenty remained, besides the one already loaded in the chamber.

"_Why did he knock them unconscious? They're the enemy. I would have killed them. Unless, there is something here that I'm not getting."_

"Why did you only knock them unconscious?" Palmer asked as she tested the weight of the unknown firearm in her hands before moving over the other soldiers to police a side arm and more ammo.

Both Rtas and Zeratul took up positions opposite of Palmer with a view down either corridor while maintaining an eye on Palmer.

"My ally made a very convincing argument why I shouldn't. I cannot control your actions but I ask that you refrain from killing them if you can." Rtas said as he moved to the next door.

"Why?" Palmer asked the question before Zeratul could speak.

"We are on a planet that does not know of either the UNSC or the Covenant. From appearance it looks as if they haven't even mastered space travel yet. I have Batman on gathering intelligence as to where we are and what we are dealing with."

"Batman?" Palmer asked.

"In his own words 'Don't ask'." Rtas replied as he opened another door.

As Rtas walked inside Palmer took a position outside of the doorway while Zeratul moved in behind Rtas. Palmer was the last one in as she used the lip of the entryway for cover. Looking out into the corridor she could tell that there was zero cover and there seemed to be only one exit. Right now it was sealed off by heavy doors but that in truth wouldn't be a problem. It was what on the other side that worried her.

Satisfied at least that who's ever brig they were in right now didn't know they were free Palmer peaked behind her to see what captives they were dealing with and was surprised at what she saw.

Bound to the rings in this room was a girl that somewhere between the ages of twelve and fifteen along with some sort of hawk like creature. The girl was of a darker skin complexion with two purple pig tails that seemed to defy gravity by how they stood up. Her attire was also curious as she had black combat boots with black and purple stockings to a double layer skirt. A dark leather jacket with white fringes tightly hugged her body. The bird had a grey underbelly with black wings.

Zeratul moved toward the girl while Rtas inspected the bird.

"Why would they detain a flying avian?" Rtas asked as he pressed a key card to free the bird.

"Why would they detain a little girl?" Zeratul asked as he checked the child for any signs of bruises.

"Trust me. This is as peaceful as she gets."

All eyes turned to find the source of the mysterious voice. Their eyes fell upon the bird to see that it had taken position on top of the same hoop as the girl.

"Did the bird just speak?" Palmer asked as she began to train her weapon on the creature.

"I am a Raven my dear Madam. My name is Ying. I am Nyx's familiar. I am speaking to you through telepathy, as a bird with a beak has a tough time speaking the human language."

"You're not familiar to me." Rtas accused the diminutive bird.

Before Ying could elaborate further metal groaned as the doors parted and bullets pinged off of Palmer's cover as fresh SHIELD agents responded to the alarm that had gone off as soon as Rtas had removed the previous guards.

"We can talk about it later! Just free her and let's get the others!" Palmer responded as she stepped out form her cover and began to lay down suppressing fire with her policed assault rifle.

Rtas quickly stepped up to the child and disabled the bonds. He caught her as she fell ready to hand her off to Zeratul as his shield's and active camouflage made him a more suitable candidate for aiding Palmer. When he turned he saw that Zeratul was already gone.

Palmer who was trying to ignore her training to shoot for the center of mass instead relied on aiming for extremities or areas around the soldier's as to force them to keep their heads down. She only notice Zeratul's passing as he said "Watch your fire. I do not wish to be shot in the back."

Before she could even respond Zeratul had faded from sight leaving Palmer momentarily clueless to where he had gone. As she went back to fighting she could a slight shimmer as Zeratul made his way to the soldiers that were completely oblivious to the Dark Prelate.

"Do all aliens turn invisible?" Palmer muttered as she fired her stolen rifle on the soldiers being sure not to hit the small shimmer.

Zeratul made his way closer to the soldiers weighing his options. In truth it would be simpler to kill them, but at the same time he wondered why these warriors' refrained from killing as well. The creature that had freed him had definitely was no stranger to warfare as was the human female that had been with him. Her line of fire was well disciplined but her mouth didn't seem to share the same quality.

As he ventured forward he still didn't quite understand why he was considering this. He had no attachment to any of these individuals. However, they seemed just as confused about their predicament as he did. The warrior did say he had an individual gathering information about where they were. That alone might be worth siding with them. After he had gained that information and seen what they were fighting for then he would make his decision. If they fought for justice he would be with them, and if not he would deal with them as he had dealt with the Zerg.

As he advanced he still had as of yet to answer the question of to or not to kill. He came to the conclusion that he would strike them down and would use lethal force only as necessary. In truth they never had a chance.

As a soldier rounded the corner of his cover Zeratul struck the man dead center in the chest with a flying kick. The man flew against the far wall with a loud crack and did not rise.

Before the other agents could comprehend what had happened an invisible force descended upon them and systematically began to render them inherit. Zeratul struck with open palms and held back the force of his kicks. If a soldier almost trained his weapon upon him he would use simple grappling moves to remove the weapon from the soldiers' hands before tossing them aside. In the span of twenty seconds he had taken an eight man team out of commission.

"_Had these soldiers been aware of my abilities the battle may not have gone so easily in my favor."_ Zeratul thought to himself as he went back to see Palmer approaching him with a plastic card key similar to the one that Rtas had used.

"Help Rtas. I'll hold back any reinforcements."

Zeratul stiffened his body almost in affront as what right did this human female have the right to give him orders? Then again it didn't matter. From the looks of things there were others that needed to be free. Besides, Palmer wasn't it, was armed with a ranged weapon as well as shielding so it made more sense for her to act as an early warning system

"If I find this…" Zeratul paused reflecting on the name of the individual that both Palmer and Rtas seemed interested in. "This Master Chief is there anything I should say so that he knows I'm an ally?"

"Tell him that Commander Palmer still thinks that his legends make him sound taller." Palmer said without turning around.

Zeratul did not understand the reference but accepted as some inside joke and moved onto the cell opposite of Rtas'. He flipped the keycard in his hands not quite sure what he should do. Taking a moment to study the lock he saw nothing that stood out as a place where he could slide the card. So to test out the lock he waved the card in front of a large rectangle that seemed to be present near all of the doors and was rewarded to see his slide open with a room full of armed soldiers.

Zeratul only had a moment to take everything in. There were four men in total with their weapons trained on the door with a fifth in the back with a knife to the throat of red and black armored creature. There was a green armored individual similar to Palmers as well, but that wasn't Zeratul's primary concern. Before the soldiers could even begin to pull the trigger Zeratul vanished in a puff of black smoke only to reappear behind the knife wielding individual. He grabbed the man in the suit by the back of the neck and held him as a shield in front of the soldiers. Zeratul was now stuck because he couldn't risk any of them firing without hitting the two prisoners. If Rtas or any of the others could distract them then he was sure that he could incapacitate them.

"Hey-there-buddy-you-mind-setting-me-loose."

Zeratul turned around to see another bird in the form of a man pointing to his wrist band. Zeratul knew he needed an ally so he complied. The moment the bands had dropped the card had been ripped out of his hands. Before he could turn his head to find the creature, there were several grunts of pain and sounds of bodies slamming into walls. When Zeratul turned to where the soldiers once stood he saw that there weapons had been completely taken apart and they were all sprawled out on the floor.

"Ready-for-some-payback-Master-Chief?"

Zeratul turned to the sound of the voice to see that the red creature stood next to the green soldier and had already deactivated the bands.

"Rev, find the others. Free them." The voice was strong and commanded respect.

"You-going-to-be-alright?" Rev asked with concern as recalled how the soldier had been hurting after the fight with Diablo.

"Go." The Master Chief commanded.

Rev looked him over once more before disappearing in a red blur.

"You are the Master Chief?"

The Master Chief turned to face Zeratul, sizing him up while he did.

"Yes." Was the simple response.

"When I found you Palmer told me to tell you that the legends make you sound taller."

"A lot of people believe that." Was the response with a small nod to Zeratul.

Zeratul nodded back in kind acknowledging that they at least saw each other as temporary allies. Palmer spotting the Chief handed over a policed assault rifle and pistol as well as several clips as he stepped out into the hall to join the others.

Rtas had checked the rest of the cells and had returned with just Korra and Tech. Korra was still unconscious and looked as if she still hadn't received any medical attention. Tech was now carrying both Korra and Nyx. Even though Tech was putting up a Herculean effort in supporting both of them his body simply wasn't built to carry that much weight.

"If only she was awake. Then I would have access to the rest of my abilities." Ying commented as he flew in a small circle above his master.

"Did that bird just speak?" Tech asked.

"Ahem." Rev coughed.

"You know what I meant." Tech replied.

"The bird is my familiar. He's kind of the Ying to my Yang." The child in Tech's arm spoke as she slowly stirred.

"Why is it whenever I express concern for your welfare you respond with sarcastic wit?"

"The universe may be chaotic, but some things are constant. Name's Nyx by the way." The girl said as she partially wiggled out of Tech's grasp.

"Got-some-new-faces." Rev said to the Master Chief.

"And they're all getting off." The Master Chief said as he looked over everyone. For some reason he especially wanted to make sure that everyone that he met facing Diablo made it off the Hellicarrier.

"I have that covered." Rtas said as took center stage.

He amped the volume on his radio so that everyone could hear the conversation.

"Batman, how's your mission progressing?"

"You know when you said that all of the attention would be focused on you?" Batman replied over the sound of gunfire.

"Yes."

"I'm beginning to think that that was a lie." Batman's voice growled over the sound of someone getting socked in the face.

The sound of gunfire erupted in the corridor as Palmer rapidly backpedaled while firing her weapon. Bullets pinged off her shields as she retreated. Zeratul, Palmer, Chief, Rtas, and Rev lined up in that order in front to form a solid line.

The gunfire died and around the corner came a tightly packed group of soldiers in a standard phalanx with riot shields before them.

"I never said that there wouldn't be guards I just said that I'd have their attention." Rtas replied as he killed the connection.

"Rev do you think…"Master Chief began before he was rudely interrupted by the little girl that walked under his legs.

"I got this." Nyx said as her palms and eyes began to glow with a vibrant purple.

A low chant escaped from Nyx's lips in an incantation of a language that no one had ever heard before. Her power grew with each syllable before she reached a bright crescendo. Nyx's hand flew forward and the purple energy traveled straight into the phalanx. The phalanx was broken and the soldiers were scattered.

"Whoops. I think I missed a syllable. I meant concussion, not concussion wave." Nyx said mischievously.

"If I didn't know you better I might have believed you." Ying responded as he took position on Nyx's shoulder.

"Do you want me to feed you to Teekl?" Nyx responded.

"What was that?" Palmer asked surprised again. She had lost count of the number of surprises after she had seen the Chief talking to a red roadrunner.

"Magic. The fun kind of magic." Nyx responded with her hands on her hips.

"Magic is not real." Tech replied from the rear.

"Who are you calling not real…you…you…dog?" Nyx jeered back.

"I'm a coy…"

"Enough!" Chief barked. "We start moving now before they send more squads. It's time we get off this ship. After that we can start finding answers as to where we are."

Nobody said a word as the Chief took the lead. The others fell in line behind him as he seemed to be the only one taking charge of the situation.

"Rtas, do you know where Batman is?"

"Batman, what is your location?" Rtas asked.

There was the sound of gunfire as Batman's radio came to life. Seconds passed before the gunfire was punctuated by the sounds of men grunting in pain.

"I'm by the third gun battery. The other two gun batteries have been decommissioned. I have a program already hacking their network to send all available data to the Batmobile. If we take this out, the skies are clear. However, I wasn't able to get anywhere near their comms array. They have it heavily fortified."

There was the sound of ricocheting bullets as another firefight started.

"I think they're on to what I'm up to though. They keep sending in squads." Batman said as he took cover behind hardened shell batteries. The soldiers wouldn't dare fire upon their own ammunition for fear of putting holes in their own ship.

"Who here knows how to fly?" the Master Chief asked.

Tech, Palmer, Rtas, Rev, and Zeratul all raised their hands.

"How many of you have ever flown human aircraft?"

"I built the basic designs for my world's police force as well as done several actual flights to test them myself." Tech said as he tried to see if Korra would wake.

"Alright. Rev**,** if you have a map of the ship do you think you could clear us a root up to the flight deck?"

Rtas displayed the holographic map of the ship.

Rev nodded.

"Palmer, can you clear the third gun battery?"

"You do know that I out rank you?" Palmer asked as she checked her clip size.

The Master Chief said nothing as he simply stared her down.

"This isn't my first rodeo, Chief. Consider it done." Palmer said as she moved past the Chief.

"Rev." The Master Chief caught the speedster before he began to run. "After you have cleared a path go help Batman and Palmer."

"You-can-count-on-this-bird." Rev said as he gave two thumbs up before speeding off in a red blur.

"Tech, you and Korra are beside me. Understood?" the Master Chief addressed.

"I'll try to keep up." Tech replied.

"All right let's move."

**Time 18:50**

**Location: Hellicarrier SHIELD**

**Designation: Speedster**

Rev moved at near blinding speeds. Before the soldiers of SHIELD could respond to him he had already disarmed them and punched them aside. Rather than simply clear his allies a path he had cleared two floors and had sealed several sections of the ship by tearing up the cables feeding power to the doors. It would suffice to say that he had a bit of a vendetta to settle with SHIELD after they had threatened him and the Master Chief with torture.

By the time he had reached the flight deck he had rendered twenty-six hostiles unconscious. On the flight deck he found himself free to move at even greater speeds but was also open to a lot more bullets. SHIELD security personal had also been sent to protect their aerial vehicles as well. It still didn't prove to be much of a challenge as he disarmed them of their weapons, dumping their armaments over the side of the ship, and proceeded to politely greet every SHIELD with his fists. In about twelve seconds he had cleared the entire flight deck.

Knowing that with his speed that he still had extra time he took it upon himself to inspect the troop carriers to disable all but one. He had also decided to read the entire manual of the aircraft dog-earing the important parts that would aid Tech in getting the vehicle in the air. After that was done he zoomed off to the third gun battery.

**Time 18:52**

**Location: Hellicarrier SHIELD**

**Designation: Commander**

Palmer moved through the ship silently. The weight of her armor belied her grace. With the suits enhanced hearing capabilities she was aware of the hostiles long before they came into view. For now she relied on stealth as her objective was too aid Batman and simply taking out every person she came across would alert everyone else to her presence and that would draw unwanted attention. To bypass her opponents she either hung from the ceiling or simply ghosted past them when they were looking in other directions. They were good, but she was better.

Whoever was in charge seemed to have stepped up patrols and trying to rally an offensive.. There appearedto be a large collection of soldiers that were moving to one central area. Apparently there was going to be a mass rally before they pushed into their compromised sectors. Palmer made a note that she would make sure that her Spartans would be well trained if such an occurrence were to happen on the Infinity.

"_I really do hope that the Chief__knows what he's doing. It looks like there is going to be a lot of them heading there. He may not have a choice in the matter if it comes to killing."_ Palmer thought as she watched the latest patrol round the corner.

She checked her map one more time before she saw that she was getting closer to her objective which was the rear end of the ship. Sure enough could hear soldiers forming a barricade around the single entrance to the gun room. Apparently they were sending teams to deal with the Bat as well as to make sure that he didn't leave either. Not a bad plan. The only problem however was a certain Spartan IV.

Palmer knew that she could kill the five men before the first one even hit the ground, however termination of their adversaries was not advisable at this point. At least going by the Master Chief and Rtas.

What creature could have convinced an Elite not to kill? Now that she needed to see.

Weighing her options Palmer came to a conclusion that would result in the fewest casualties possible. The fact that they were all to be taken out with non-fatal force represented a challenge she had never faced before. She always did love challenges.

Taking the rifle she fired in short bursts destroying the lights. The soldiers reacted immediately by turning to the sound of her rifle and firing. They shot in short bursts for five short seconds before they ceased fire. One of them tried to get a flash light on while the rest kept their weapons trained ready to shoot at the smallest hint of a noise.

When the soldier turned his light all he saw was a giant in white armorrushing at him. Palmer grabbed the man by his collar and tossed him into one of his comrades while she directed the light's beam onto the two that flanked her on the right side. The blinded men didn't fire as they didn't have a good line of sight and couldn't risk hitting their comrades. Palmer struck out at the first with a "light jab" at the man's jaw and followed up with a "slow" round house kick at the second man. By the time the four out of the five men had been taken out the last one was beginning to train his weapon on her. Turning to face him Palmer slapped the weapon aside with her right hand as her left went for the man's collar. She slammed him up to the ceiling once before dropping him to the floor.

"_Two point five seconds. Not bad."_ Palmer mused. Now she had a new record to beat.

She approached the door with one of the unconscious men and the door opened to two guards on the other side who didn't even bother turning. It was their loss. Palmer cupped one head in each hand and brought them together with a loud clunk. They both dropped like a sad bag of potatoes.

Palmer could hear voices of the troops as they hunted, but unsuccessfully for Batman. Turning around she proceeded to rip the lock mechanism out of the door so that it wouldn't sealbehind her.

"_Alright Batman, come out come out wherever you are."_ Palmer thought as she stalked forward.

**Time 18:55**

**Location: Hellicarrier SHIELD**

**Designation: Alpha Team**

The Master Chief had to admit that if Rev wanted a job done he got it done fast. Every soldier they had come across had been knocked unconscious and their guns had been stripped into parts and tossed into a corner. Every door aside from the path that they were taking had its wiring ripped out rendering it inoperable.

The Master Chief could only begin to ponder if Rev had been involved in the UNSC-Covenant War how much the war would have turned in their favor, and how many lives would have been spared from false prophets. The Chief wasn't the only one as he could see looks on amazement on veteran combatants as they passed each unconscious soldier.

Then again there was the flipside. What if someone had Rev's capability but only wished to cause mayhem and ill will. Were there people in this world also capable of such feats or other abilities? If his lessons in physics had taught him anything then anyone with that speed would be nigh unstoppable. So if he had to stop Rev then how would he do it? It was a question to ponder for a later time. While he did trust Rev that didn't mean that they would be allies forever.

"It is amazing what this Rev can do. If he had chosen to kill then this corridor would have been a massacre. I'm only grateful that the Zerg never acquired such an ability. Zergling rushes are bad enough as is." Zeratul said as he took up formation behind Tech and Korra. Tech was carrying Korra via piggy back and as a result her hair kept on getting in his face.

"Well that's what makes him a hero. He takes responsibility for his powers and knows how to use them appropriately for the benefit of himself and others." Tech said. His voice had a bite to it as if he needed to defend Rev.

"I meant no disrespect." Zeratul's own voice was neutral.

Tech let out a sigh escape his teeth before turning back to face Zeratul.

"I understand. It's just that for us…to kill is wrong. We've been entrusted by the people for their protection. That is a right that can be easily taken away if we abuse our power. We enforce the law, but justice is up to the courts. So that everyone can see that justice was carried out."

"I envy you. I wish we all had that capability." Zeratul's voice taking a somber note as he reflected on those where justice demanded their head.

Rtas studied Zeratul carefully as he and the young human took up the rear of the formation. The girl eyed him curiously but he pretended to ignore her stare so that he could better assess the ones before him.

"You're not a demon are you?" the girl asked breaking the silence.

"No." Rtas said surprised by the question. Then again he shouldn't be. He was in a world where humanity hadn't met the Covenant yet, for that matter Sangheili.

"Are you an E.T.?"

"E.T.?"

"You know, extra-terrestrial. Do you think you could phone home and get us a lift?"

"If I summoned reinforcements, they would believe our truce was broken. My brothers would glass this entire planet." Rtas said honestly.

This stopped Nyx in her tracks for a moment before she ran to catch up to the Elite.

"What was that about?" Nyx asked to herself.

"A topic that he does not wish to discuss. For now we should probably concentrate on getting out of here." Her familiar Ying commented as he watched their rear.

Nyx kept quiet for the moment knowing that escaping this place was there first priority, but this creature had piqued her interest. It would be something to do should she get bored.

Soon they had reached the flight deck to see several of the troop carriers completely and utterly dismantled, save for one.

"By the Gods! It only took us minutes to get here. How did he do all this?" Rtas asked as he stared at the dismantled planes.

"We can ask him later. Tech give Korra to me and get the bird warmed up. I want to be out of here as soon as the others are back." The Master Chief said.

"Roger, Chief." Tech said the Master Chief took Korra bridal style.

Tech raced up to the cockpit to see that Rev had already read through the flight manual and had dog tagged the important bits.

"Rev**,** you make this too easy. I was looking forward to a challenge." Tech said as he sat in the pilot's chair and rapidly ran through the manual while hitting all the necessary buttons to warm up the plane.

As Tech dealt with the plane**,** Chief placed Korra into one of the chair's putting a harness across her body. Ashe did so she slowly came back to consciousness.

"Green-armor man…" her voice was weak and groggy.

"Master Chief…you can call me the Chief." The Master Chief said as she finished clipping her in.

"Chief…are we free?" Korra said as her voice filled with more strength. She tried to rise, but the Master Chief put her down with one arm.

"Almost. Stay here. You need your rest."

"But I can…"

"You have an injured leg and possibly more injuries I don't know about. So for now just stay put. We're nearly free."

"Okay…" she slightly mumbled before she put her head into her elbow and closed her eyes once more.

Satisfied that she was fine he exited the rear hatch to see that Nyx, Rtas, and Zeratul had formed a semi-circle around the plane. Both Zeratul and Rtas were in a deep discussion of where the SHIELD agents might come from and what might be the best way to prevent them from getting near the plane.

"Alright. Our job is to secure the perimeter. We are to keep a look out…" The Master Chief was at this point eyeing Nyx. She was only a little girl. He could not order her into harm's way. "Nyx get in the plane and defend Tech while he gets the bird ready. The rest of us will use the debris of the dismantled planes to form a barrier behind the plane."

"You saw what I can do. I can fight."

"No." the Master Chief's voice brooked no room for argument.

Nyx just stared up at the blank visor unwilling to budge.

"Chief, the girl has some extraordinary abilities. Why doesn't she help form the barricade if she can…" Zeratul offered.

"Piece of cake." Nyx interjected.

"…While Rtas and I go about sabotaging some of the entrances to the flight deck. We could use that to buy ourselves more time."

"Do it." The Master Chief said after a few moments.

Zeratul nodded and then he and Rtas faded from view as they activated their respective forms of camouflage.

"What kind of barrier do we want? Do we want a traditional barrier or an animated one?"

"Animated?" Chief asked.

"Good choice. I always like things that are a little chaotic." Nyx said as her eyes began to glow.

**Time 19:00**

**Location: Hellicarrier SHIELD**

**Designation: Fury**

"I want all available Hellicarrier's to converge on my position." Fury said calmly to a communication specialist inside a chaotic control room. His voice however belied the rage he feeling. His ship had been infiltrated. Most of his anti-air weapons had been knocked out of commission. A prison break was well under way, making SHIELD's highly trained professionals a laughing stock. Everyone present was wise to avoid his gaze.

Men and women scrambled back and forth as they tried to understand what was happening to their systems as well as what was happening to their ship. The computer system was going haywire from a virus that was rendering their system almost inoperable. The ship had been put in a state of alert and soldiers had been scrambled, but all of their countermeasures seemed to have failed. The first and second gun batteries had been taken out and the status of the third was questionable. All squads that had gone to apprehend the prisoners within the brig were unresponsive.

"Also get me any Avengers nearby and tell them that we have a situation."

The technician complied and turned back to Fury already with someone on the line.

"Fury, it's Iron-man. He wants to talk." A woman said from behind Fury.

Fury turned to see Commander Maria Hill holding a headset. The short haired burnet didn't look like much, but she hadn't risen to that rank simply because she looked good in uniform. She was a highly capable soldier that was not meant to be underestimated. Fury grimaced before he took the headset.

"Tony**,** we have a situation."

"Oh don't be like that. The ships still in the air right? No Norwegian alien-god trying to blow it up?"

"Iron-man. We have a SITUATION we need your help."

"I'm on my way. When Jarvis told me that someone had hacked the encryption software that I gave you guys I knew that I need to meet the…"

"Jarvis knows we've been hacked?" Fury said almost more mad at Tony then at anyone else presently.

"Sorry…osing…nal." Iron-man's line began to fade out.

"You know I know that you're faking losing connection right?" Fury asked.

He got no response as the line went dead.

"Black Widow. Hawkeye. Make sure that the last gun-battery does not fall." Fury said as he turned to a red headed Russian and a man wielding a bow.

"Fury**,** I'm hurt. You make it sound like we might fail."

"You want a list?" his voice began to leak the fury that he held back.

"Ouch. That hurts**, **Fury." Hawkeye mocked.

"Just know that he's talking about you." the female fatale said as she walked away.

"Criticism from both sides of the isle! Today is not my day. Oh, well might as well go see if these prisoners can give us a challenge."

* * *

><p>So what did you guys think? Anyways I was just going to let you guys know that Nyx and Ying are not an official DC characters and thus I thought should provide you with this bio.<p>

Name: Nyx

Species: Human though because of her powers, and her love for mischief some may think she isn't human, or fully human at least.

Gender: female

Abilities: Nyx is a chaos magic user.

Personality/Likes: Nyx is a real tomboy who just want's to have fun, and despises being bored. She has a habit of being sarcastic at times. She really enjoy's causing mischief, and pulling prank's. She's alway's looking to have a good time. Sadly for everyone else her idea's for fun are, causing chaos, causing property damage, a good fight, messing with people, and watching/spying on thing's, or people she find's entertaining, or interesting. She also enjoy's mocking people, and giving people she know's friend or foe nicknames.

Despite the Chaos she enjoy's causing. Nyx has yet to kill or seriously hurt anyone. In fact she usually tries her best to make sure something like that doesn't happen. Nyx once told Klarion she will lose a toy to play with if she does kill someone or damage them to much. But the truth is Nyx doesn't like killing. She will only kill if she has no other option, if it's necessary, or if she think the person in question truly does deserve to be killed.

Name: Ying

Gender: Male

Species: Raven

Personality: Ying is the opposite of Nyx calm, mature and strict. While Ying does follow any order from his mistress faithfully. He also does his best to keep her out of trouble. Sadly as history show's he doesn't have the best luck with that.

Appearance: Has a grey underbelly with black wings.

Anyways I hope you enjoyed this installment and look forward to more. Leave a review if you like what I'm doing!

Anyways 2 good 2 kill signing off.


End file.
